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the heavy, black-velvet curtains 
were parted leisurely, with a 
suggestion of secretiveness, Van 
Vallée rose from his seat at the last 
table on the center aisle, and deliberately 
focused his opera glasses on the dis- 
closed scene. 

Over the whole assemblage, a moment 
since chatting and laughing in high- 
pitched mirth, there had fallen a sud- 
den hush Other men had risen also at 
the back of the theater. Tothnes, man- 
ager of the Folies Royale, had appeared 
alone in his curtained box. The waiters 
had ceased threading their way back 
and forth among the tables. The or- 
chestra sent outt one long, silver call 
from the “Hymn to the Sun,” that 
seemed to soar and float and break into 
tinted stars of melody, A thin, shapely 
boy in skin-tight, black-silk fleshings, 

ped from the first entrance to set the 
k-and-gold announcement card. in 
place 


DANAE. 

EL VOLCANO. 
Danse Divertissement. 
THE WHITE MOTH. 


Against a backing of lustrous black 
velvet rose a single pillar of dull-green 
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malachite, a thing of beauty in itself, 
brought by Tothnes from a buried hill 
city of Tuscany. Wavering in a web of 
silver cords, which held him suspended 
above the heads of the audience, 
was a figure clad in Cairene red, head 
bound turbanwise in gold metal cloth, 
his lean, falconlike profile throwing a 
distorted gargoyle shadow on the 
painted wall behind him as the spot- 
light reached out against the darkness 
of the theater and found him 

At the clash of cymbals he was re- 
leased, swinging the full length of the 
auditorium on the web of silver, out 
over the stage and back again, returning 
to drop at the base of the pillar. It 
was daring and spectacular, but Van's 
eyes barely noticed him. He was gazing 
fixedly at the girl they called Danae, the 
White Moth. 

Chained to the dark pillar was the 
figure of a girl, her slender, shapely 
form swathed in  silver-metal cloth, 
great quivering wings outspread on 
either side of her slim, white shoulders. 
She seemed to give her beauty to the 
eyes of the multitude with the rapt 
aloofness of a devotee. Her head was 
thrown back, her eyes uplifted under 
heavy, shadowed lashes. There was no 
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expression to her face. Her half-parted, 
reddened lips drooped with ennui, She 
was amazingly perfect in line and fea- 
ture, Van thought critically. 

As the red figure of her tormentor 
danced around her, taunting, threaten- 
ing, cajoling, her gaze followed his 
movements idly. Released, she hesitated 
an instant as he poised to seize her, then 
suddenly, in a frenzy to escape, fled in 
a wild, swirling dance, with El Volcano 
pursuing her. ‘The black-velvet curtains 
at the back separated. There appeared 
a gigantic torch of gold, a pagan flam- 
beau flaring up in a bewildering shower 
of gold, a glory of descending, glittering 
sparks. Straight into its radiance she 
danced, reached for it, and was lost in- 
stantly in the devouring, golden flame. 
The laugh of El Volcano penetrated to 
Van’s hearing as the curtains fell to- 
gether, 

He found Tothnes waiting for him at 

the foyer entrance to the back-tier 
boxes. The man was a Greek from 
Constantinople, who had learned amuse- 
ment values as a purveyor of pastime 
to the Oriental potentates. Following 
him along a faintly lighted passageway 
and up a circular, iron stairway, Van 
found himself in the manager’s private 
sanctum, concealed from intruders by 
masking draperies. Not the huge, 
luxurious loge which Tothnes main- 
tained above the entrance lobby, but his 
hide-away from the public. 
‘A plain, black desk, tufted English 
armchairs, and couch to match, were 
the only furnishings. These, and above 
the desk a single photograph, sepia- 
toned, slightly out of focus, giving a 
mystical effect in shading, of the White 
‘Moth. It was a perfect silhouette, in 
negative, white against black, the tricky 
lighting accentuating the exquisite per- 
fection of outline against the immense 
dark pillar. 

“Well, monsieur”—Tothnes pushed 
forward a filled humidor carved from 
petrified wood from Peru, graded in 


tones like onyx—"do you blame your 
brother now for his most excellent 
taste?” 

“One may have excellent taste in 
questionable subjects,” Van told him 
gravely. “My brother has been out of 
college since June, is twenty-two years 
old, and has the moral perspective of a 
bull moose yearling.”” 

Tothnes smiled, his bald head bril- 
Tiantly pink and polished next to a dado 
effect of tightly curled black hair. 

“You may not involve me in your 
displeasure, monsieur. I can conceive 
of nothing’ more deplorable happening 
to the Folies this season than the de- 
flection of Danae, She is irreplaceable. 
‘At the same time, I will tell you this 
much: T have my own moments of dis- 
concertion, you understand? Every 
person of great influence and position 
whom I know has come to me, asking 
that I introduce him to Danae. It is 
impossible. You, on the contrary, come 
to me and say, “This girl is a most 
dangerous and pernicious influence in 
the life of my younger brother. Elim- 
inate her from his horizon.’ 1 say to 
you this, also, is inypossible.” 

For a few momentsVan considered the 
face of the man opposite him, large- 
pored, moist, suave, deprecating. Then 
he asked: 

“Do you think she is interested in 
him?” 

“J would not presume even to in- 
sinuate what Danae might think of any 
man.” 

“Btuntly, then, Tothnes, my brother 
is worth millions, Is Danae in love with 
this fellow, her partner, or is she 
frankly in the market for the highest 
bidder?” 

“You bewilder me, monsiewr. What 
can I say? If you but knew Danae you 
would comprehend how impossible it is 
to penetrate her moti She lives, ap- 
parently, a blameless life, Thave known 
‘women of all climates, but never one 
like her. I differentiate, but you will 
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not, in speaking of women, not by race 
or nationality, but by varying climes. 
‘Temperament is largely a matter of the 
sun's eyasions and the moon's caprices. 
I have seen women as beautiful as 
Danae, but never one who was so self- 
contained, so proud, so remote. EI 
Volcano is undoubtedly mad about her, 
but, so far as she is concerned, he is a 
little red lizard worshiping the sun. 
Monsieur, I swear to you I believe he is 
er.” 


“Will you tell me exactly how far my 
brother's infatuation for her has gone?” 

“Certainly. He is here every night, 
waiting for her. He follows her from 
the theater to the Café Mazarin to sit 
with her while she sips her nightly glass 
of hot milk, He has given her the 
costliest jewels. Last week he presented 
her with a new car which is the talk of 
Paris: a’ white and crystal_limousine, 
with fittings of platinum. The White 
Moth’s cocoon, they call it on the boule- 
vards. She is very lenient with him. 
Usually she ignores all admirers, but to 
him she is at least plastic, She toler- 
ates his attentions.”” 

“I would be a great loss to you, if 
she were to leave the Folies 2” said Van. 

“Dut surely. Who could replace her? 
We have an understudy, a girl whom El 
Volcano picked up in ‘some resort on 
Montmartre, beautiful, youthful, allur- 
ing, but not Danae. She emanates mag- 
netism, something dynamic, irresistible, 
T know not what it is, She can stand 
there against that pillar, absolutely im- 
mobile, almost insolent in her hauteur, 
and the people go mad over her. That 
isa gift, monsieur. It is born in one, 
T give you my word, I am cured from 
Jove of women, and yet I go to that box 
every single night merely to get the first 
thrill of ecstatic rapture when I behold 
her.” 

“1 failed to get that thrill,” remarked 
Yan dryly. “Remember Anitra in 
“Peer Gynt? "Yes, yon are young, have 


you any more rings?” That sums it up. 
They all have their own valuation.” 

“Monsieur is utterly wrong. He be- 
trays his own juyenility of outlook, his 
inexperience. Pardon,” he went on, 
“but the real connoisseur, your cos- 
mopolite in love, whose memory covers 
in perspective a thottsand women pos- 
sibly, he will close his eyes, and assure 
Allah there was only one whom he re- 
members.” 

“You're a sentimental old hedonist, 
Tothines.” Van rose. “Where can I see 
the girl to talk with her? You will 
introduce me?" 

“She would refuse to meet you,” said 
the manager. “But this T will tell you: 
Your brother takes her to-night to the 
Jugend Bal Masqué. She will wear her 
White Moth costume. I know this be- 
cause El Volcano is insane with jealousy 
over her going. It cheapens her, he 
says, to go where the people may gaze 
om her for nothing. I do not mind, as 
the Jugend is the most exchisive affair 
of its kind. You may have my card of 
admittance, if you care to attend. At 
Teast, you will discover that I am telling 
you the truth. She will not meet you.” 

“No?” For the first time Van smiled. 
“How do T get to this place’ 

“My car is waiting at the stage en- 
trance. T will take you there. Also. 
you will require a domino and mask, 
You may be able to satisfy your curi- 
osity, monsieur, but T can assure you 
that you will not divert Danae one iota 
from her object.” 
ich is. marriage with Douglas 
Vallée!” 

“No less,” Tothnes agreed. “A 
Danae must have her shower of gold.” 

“Listen. He has no right to get mixed 
up in any affair like this. He is en- 
gaged to marry a young girl of his own 
class, back home, in December. That's 
the principal reason why Tam here to- 
night. [£ it were not for her, I'd let 
him have his gait.” Van paused a mo- 
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ment, then continued: “We crossed to- 
gether. Soon after our arrival here I 
left for the oil fields in Mesopotamia, 
on business. Doug wanted to stick 
around Paris. As 1 see it, ‘Fothnes, 
you're with me on breaking this up. 
You don’t want to lose your best at- 
traction. I've got to get Doug away at 
‘once, If you can find out how much it’s 
worth to your moth to flit out of the 
window where she belongs, I'll draw the 
check. You understand?” 

“Perfectly.” Tothnes pressed a hid- 
den button, and directed the attendant 
who responded to provide Monsieur 
Vallée with mask and domino, Again, 
in parting, he laid himself and his office 
at the service of monsieur. 

Down in the congested side street 
Van found himself caught at the corner 
between two eddying lines of motor cars 
as he tried to find Tothnes’ private 
coupé, As far as he could see, one car 
alone stood out, its crystal-and-silver 
trappings glittering in the electric lights, 
the people swarming about it with cries 
‘of acclamation and delight. As it slowly 
passed him he saw the girl inside, 
wrapped to her chin in furs, Beside her 
was his brother, his handsome, boyish 
face utterly unabashed in its revelation 
of love and adoration. 


CHAPTER II, 


While Van had talked with Tothnes 
El Volcano stood in the dressing room 
off the first stage entrance to the right. 
There was a special and peculiar sig- 
nificance attached to the occupancy of 
this room, Only the supreme star of 
the moment was permitted to fit into its 
setting. For each in turn it was 
stripped of every relic of the former oc- 
cupant, redecorated to conform to the 
whim and personality of the latest fa- 
vorite. 

At the present hour it was a bizarre 
study in black and silver. Crystal 
candelabra with many prismatic pend- 


ants stood upon the low, broad, ebony 
dressing table. The walls were covered 
with silver metal cloth. Draperies and 
couch covers were of heaviest black 
velvet. Above the dressing table, 
framed in black lacquer upon a backing 
of pressed monkey fur, was a huge 
white moth, the votive offering of a 
young Hindu prince. 

‘There were no photographs upon the 
wall, none of the usual trinkets and 
paraphernalia of the stage beauty. Even 
the toilet articles were of black and 
silver enamel. There were no flowers. 
Any sent to the White Moth were 
patched nightly to the various hospital 
She disliked strong perfumes and bril- 
liant colors, 

Two Burmese women waited on her, 
noiseless, speechless, delicately efficient. 
Neither the maids nor their mistress 
paid the slightest attention to El Vol- 
cano's torrent of argument. Danae still 
wore her moth costume beneath an en- 
circling wrap of black velvet, bordered 
deeply in ermine. She had only added 
to it by a close, handed veil of silver, 
lined with black chiffon, caught about 
her breast. r 

‘She leaned back in perfect relaxation 
before the long Chinese mirror set in 
teakwood while the women redressed 
the heavy waves of lustrous blond 
rearranging her ‘headdres: tricate 
and elaborate reproduction, in diamonds, 
of the moth’s head, with jeweled an- 
tennz trembling on either side. On the 
silver scarf before her lay a small book 
ound in green, which she had placed 
face downward when EI Volcano had 
interrupted her. 

Now she heard his voice dreamily, 
watching her own reflection in the mir- 
ror. Yes, she was like the beloved one 
of whom Baudelaire had written, she 
who was favored of the moon. Her 
eyes were green as the sea, her cheeks 
extraordinarily pale, her pupils large, 
her hair a glory of gold, What was the 
strange promise the Moon made to her 
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beloved? She turned the book over, her 
eyes catching the lines she sought. 

My ‘kiss shall be upon you forever. You 
shall be beautiful as I am beautiful. You 
shall love that which 1 love, and that by 
which I am loved—the lover whom you shall 
never know, the place where you shall never 
be. You shall be the queen of men whose 
throats I have clasped by night with my 
caresses 

“This is final.” El Volcano came to 
a sudden stop before her. “If you go 
with this man to-night to!the Jugend, 
I will replace you in the act. You do 
not think this possible, You are drunk 
with var You refuse to face reality. 
| threaten, and you fasten your bracelet. 
I plead. and you read a book, You are 
impossible, the pampered, selfish, in- 
grate girl whom I myself have made 
into the artiste. You forget where I 
picked you up—”" 

“T never forget, Gonzalo,” Danae 
interposed quietly. “I acknowledge my 
debt. But surely Lhave repaid you with 
success.” 

In the mirror her eyes found his and 
held his gaze in a mutual memory of 
that first hour recalled by his words. 
Had she forgotten? At that instant she 
could summon at will the scene and 
mood of the moment. She had come to 
aris like hundreds of other American 
girls, possessing an exceptional singing 
voice, dreaming of grand opera and 
fame, She could smile to herself over 
this girl now. Seventeen, confident, 
consecrated to her art, She pictured 
again the song contest in the little mid- 
die-Western town: she, dressed in white 
velvet and gold, daring all of the usual 
operatic hurdles, the Civic Home Talent 
Committee waiting on her in a body af- 
terward with a gold medal and the offer 
of two-years’ study in Paris. 

‘Twenity-five dollars a week and all 
lessons and gowns paid for, all traveling 
expenses advanced! It had seemed 
ample and munificent back in Batavia 
She had starved on it in Paris, more in 
soul than in body, with every avenue of 


culture and artistic progress barred to 
her through perpetual neediness. At the 
end of the first year she had found her- 
self in debt, overdrawn, with nothing 
gained but disillusion and a hopeless 
comprehension of all she was missing, 
all that she must have in order to make 
the goal. 

She had come home from her lesson 
one afternoon, chilled, discouraged, She 
must have at least two years more, her 
teacher had told her calmly. And even 
then. 

“My dear girl,” he had said dispas- 
sionately, “you follow the wrong path 
to the stars. Your voice is charming, 
yes, but not the great, phenomenal one. 
But you have the face of destiny. Your 
voice in speaking is deliciously arresting, 
disturbing. Not opera, but anything 
else you desire on the stage, for the pub- 
Tic will adore your beauty. To waste 
more money on your voice is to throw 
it into the river to watch the little bub- 
bles come up, see? I tell you the truth 
where another might deceive you, You 
will hate me, but still I tell you the 
truth.” 

She had stood listening to him, her 
cheeks paling at his verdict against her. 
Even then she had chosen to wear black 
velvet, cheap, cotton-backed velveteen 
mostly, made into the severest of stti- 
dent garb, turndown collars of white 
silk, a black-velvet student tam pulled 
over the heavy blond hair, bobbed, curly, 
lustrous as fine satin. Still, she had 
thought, there were other teachers. She 
would go elsewhere. Of course he was 
wrong. 

When she entered the little court the 
concierge had handed her a letter from 
home. It was from the chairman of the 
Civic Home Talent Committee, a placid, 
middle-aged woman to whom she had 
written asking for an increase in her 
allowance. It was kindly and final 
‘They could advance no further funds 
for her musical education. It was con- 
sidered better for her to return home at 


ee 
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once, since a year surely showed results 
which were most unsatisfactory. She 
would find her steamer ticket at the re- 
lief bureau of the travelers’ aid office. 

After reading the letter, Danae had 
chosen her own way with a hot resent- 
ment at Fate or whatever implacable 
force had intruded into her scheme of 
life. She was ambitious, eager, wholly 
desperate. Yet after four months’ 
struggle alone she had faced finality, 
Half-starved, she was without reserve 
force to fight back when illness came. 
She chilled even now, remembering one 
February morning when they had car- 
ried her down to the waiting hospital 
ambulance; a fleeting memory of many 
faces crowded about her in curiosity, of 
being carried on a stretcher along the 
white corridor, with chimes ringing 
somewhere above the chapel. 
tilted the stretcher in getting on the 
elevator, and she had been afraid of 
falling. After that there had been noth- 
ing but gray drifting and vague mo- 
ments of pain. 

‘The day they permitted her to leave 
she had passed out under the red arch 
way, returned the blessing of the old 
‘man who opened the tall doors for her, 
and leaned back against the ivy-covered 
brick wall, weak, exhausted, friendless 
and penniless, It could never have hap- 
pened if she had been well and normal, 
Dut the gray March day seemed sym- 
bolic of her own utter, hopeless, baffled 
misery. With a reactionary cowardice, 
she had found herself following blindly 
the way to the Pont Neuf. There had 
been an irresistible attraction to her 
mood in the swift-flowing waters of the 
Seine with its luminous patches, like 
watered silk. Here hope had found 
forgetfulness in defeat with many 
others like herself, waifs of chance, 

She was hungry and chilled as the 
‘night came on early, but she had been 
afraid to try the irrevocable moment. 
What if when it was too late, when 
she felt herself falling into the river, 


there should come a great revulsion and 
longing to live? Again and again she 
approached the stone emplacements 
only to be frightened away by the ap- 
proach of an automobile through the 
fog, or a belated foot passenger. 

There had been a lull. She had tried 
to pray, and failed. What plea could 
an unbidden guest make at the gate of 
the unknown? Faint and chilled, sav- 
age, too, at life that was forcing her 
into defeat, she had turned to the river, 
determined to find at least forgetfulness, 
when a trio of voices had come to her 
out of the darkness from the 
Paris end of the bridge. singing gayly 
‘a recent popular ballade of the cafés. 

She had flattened herself wearily 
against the age-blackened rock of the 
arch as the singers drew nearer, hoping 
they would pass her by, but they came 
‘on abreast, three men with arms inter- 
laced. A taxi had flashed by, its head- 
fights throwing into startling relief the 
figure of the girl, white-faced, star- 
tlingly beautiful against the menace of 
the night, the shadow of the black arch 
above her head. 

“And what of that moment?’ El 
Volcano seemed to seize her trend of 
thought. “Did I not save you? Did I 
not perceive instantly your possibilities ? 
There was the White Moth conceived, 
at that second, you with the death pal 
lor on your face against the invitation 
of the night. You remember? You 
fainted. Did I not take you myself toa 
comfortable boarding place, and feed 
you, bring you back to life? And then 
did’ I not train you, guard you, make 
you all you are to-night?” 

“You took exactly the same interest 
in me that you would have taken in a 
trained animal. You have received full 
compensation for your charity in my 
professional success, Gonzalo.” She 
rose as the elder woman, Hara Beb, 
handed her acard. “I shall go to-night. 
Tf you wish to place another in the act, 
hve) 
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“Monsieur Tothnes he say he wish 
you to attend him at his club by mid- 
night.” The Burmese maid spoke with 
a soft, hesitant accent, Gonzalo ignored 
her. As Danae’s cloak brushed his red 
costume in passing, he seized its folds 
in his grasp, crushing it to his lips. 

“Diavolo, but I hate you!” he said, 
between his teeth. “You have the devil 
over your shoulder. But £ break the 
contract to-night. And, believe me, I 
will put in your place a girl so much 
more beautiful, so young, that she will 
be the toast of Paris.” 

At the door Danae smiled as she 
glanced back over her white shoulder. 

“Success to you, Gonzalo, and adieu.” 


CHAPTER III, 


“The Jugend Bal Masqué was held at 
the Hotel des Artistes. Van found him- 
self one atom in a current of costumed 
beings surging from the awninged side- 
walk through palm-bordered corridors, 
past discreet anterooms, up the broad 
grand staircase to the mezzanine floor, 
where the dressing rooms and smoking 
lounge were located. 

Here he put on his domino of black 
satin, its monk's cowl drawn low over 
his face, and adjusted the mask of the 
out into the corridor, 


leading to the dancing 
salon, and watched the eddying crowd. 
Ared Pierrot asked him for a match, 
nodded, took the steps three at a bound, 
and was gone. Two Mephistos met 
midway, stopped, bowed ceremoniously 
to one another, and sauntered on. 
Moliére dallied a refractory lace 
ruffle, begging a pin from every woman 
who hurried by. A tasseled wand 
flipped him across the cheek, and he 
turned his head quickly to catch the 
low laugh and murmured invitation of 
an odalisque draped in revealing veils 
of robin’s egg blue over jade 
with underlays of coral chiffon. 


He did not find either of the two 
whom he sought, and finally permitted 
himself to be drawn into the stream, 
and merged. Above was a spacious 
loge, its mosaic arches, copied from the 
Mosque of Medina, richly tinted like 
Queensland opals. The rugs were from 
a Hindustan palace, vague and satis- 
fying in tints as break of dawn after 
tong night's vigil, a mystery of woven 
mother of pearl, faint rose that gave ite 
self to smoke mauve and had a silver 


sheen, 

The lights were hidden in long, per- 
forated copper lanterns from Bagdad, 
trembling with every vibration and sendl- 
ing out a tinkling of pendant coins like 
wind harps. From a hidden place music 
sounded, not dreamy and mystical, but 
barbaric, a throb of jungle drums, a 
clash of cymbals, the leaping, gent 
thrum of guitars and ukuleles, the lifted 
heart call of a cello now and then. 

He found himself responding against 
his will to the spirit of the place and 
the moment. Old impulses revived, 
‘swept his imagination and memory back 
to ten years before. He had never per- 
mitted himself to refuse any gift the 
hours had brought him. Nine years 
older than Doug, he had found himself 
with a pyramiding income all his ex- 
travagance failed to keep up with. 
Curiosity more than indulgence or ap- 
petite had led him to experiment in 
every famous port of the world where 
adventure promised a new sensation. 
And suddenly there had come to him an 
hour of revelation, The diet of husks 
was unpalatable. He was no penitent 
prodigal, but rather one who rose sur 
feited from a feast prolonged too late. 

‘There had come no sense of disillu- 
sion, certainly never had he felt any 
remorse. He was no misanthrope to 
sneer at life or the world, because his 
‘own taste had changed, Instead, he felt 
somewhat disappointed that this was all, 
the end of every man’s desire, 

Tothnes had declared that out of a 
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thousand women there was always one 
remembered and eternally desired. 
Van denied this. The only woman who 
held supremacy in his thoughts was the 
unattainable one, the gitl his brother 
was to marry, Gwen Dallas. It was for 
her sake, far more than Doug's, that he 
trailed his brother to-night, determined 
to break the spell of the White Moth. 
He himself had nothing to lose by an 
encounter with Danae. If it were pos- 
sible, he meant to rob Doug of her, and 
send him back to his bridal with clean 
conscience. 

Cold-blooded and dispassionate, he 
thought he gauged the desire of Danae, 
and determined to throw himself into 
the hazard of what appeared to be her 
game. He knew her type, he tokd him- 
self. It usually succeeded in its stalking 
of hig game. Wealth, position. these 
satisfied its insatiable craving. Some- 
times there crossed its path love, in dis- 
guise, and only then did it lost its prize. 

Van knew his own power with 
women, Long ago, when he was a mere 
boy, his aunt, Rosalie Hays, the most 
dominant and interesting member of his 
family, had informed him bluntly and 
frankly that his greatest danger lay in 
his natural gift for attracting women. 

“It’s nothing to gloat over, Van. 
Nothing can be more ruinous to a young 
man than being too handsome, too mag- 

too irresistible. Steer clear of 
complications and too much sympathy. 
Suspect yourself every time a pretty 
woman seems to respond to you. A 
promiscuous godling is a piteous sight in 
the empyrean, An emotional man is 
impossible. I consider you frightfully 
handicapped for success, myself. 
You'll be the mark for every woman 
with suppressed desires, every woman 
with rambling ideals, ‘every woman 
with a broken heart, You're the pat- 
tern for every woman's lover, my dear. 
Tt would be a blessing if your perfect 
nose might be broken, or your adorable 
mouth disfigured for life.” And Heaven 


‘help the girl you will marry! She will 
Possess about one per cent of your at- 
tention and emotions, if there is even 
that much left for her by the time you 
are thirty.” 

To-night he deliberately planned 
to bring every force in his power toward 
diverting the girl Danae. He might fail 
Possibly she might be no more attracted 
to him than he had been to her in the 
theater that evening. But if her motive 
in capturing Doug was merely the at- 
tainment of wealth, he would go her 
one better. Doug had inherited his 
share of the Vallée millions. He was 
rated as one of the best matrimonial 
catche: America, but Van had turned 
his own inheritance over in speculation 
and international deals until it was roll- 
ing up like a tumbling snowball without 
further effort on his part. He was the 
head of the Vallée family. 

Danae, he admitted, was clever. She 
would find an extra inducement in the 
fact that he was assumed to be love- 
proof. He told himself the whole thing 
could be easily managed, pitifully easy, 
with a girl of her type. He wished him- 
self well through with it. If there had 
only been Doug to consider, he would 
have taken the boat for New York, 
and let him take his chance like other 
men, but with Gwen’s happiness in the 
balance, he took no half measures. 

‘And then, standing apart from the 
dancing, fantastic crowd, smoking 
lazily, leaning against an onyx pillar, 
Van saw, instead of the mad scene be- 
fore his eyes, the cloistered beauty and 
quiet of an old New Orleans garden. 

Doug had been still in college. Van 
had believed himself fully familiar with 
every turn a woman’s whim might take. 
He had come to the point finally where 
he could acknowledge to himself he was 
ready to quit, to turn to his first ideal, 
to claim the girl who had always per- 
sonified to him all that was most ex- 
quisite in womanhood. 

Gwen had heard him through in si- 
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lence, her fingers reaching out to touch 
the roses along the narrow path. She 
was slender and dark. Her little pointed 
chin held a slight cleft, her lips up- 
turned, her eyes and brows matched 
those of a certain Lucienne d’Albret, 
who had taught the court of Napoleon 
the mode of loveliness in Louisiana. 
Even when she had been a child there 
had been a quaint touch of sophistica- 
tion in her manner toward boys. So 
now she heard him through and seemed 
to understand why he had finally come 
to her. 

“You're very wise, Van, and yet so 
simple. What expectancy could I have 
with you of anything exciting in life? 
Don't you see, you're already tired? 
You want to go home. The party's all 
over for you, Van. There's nothing so 
boring to me as to sit through a play 
I've always longed to see with some one 
who knows the plot already. With 
Doug it's different. I love him because 
he's young and eager and responsive. [ 
thought, of course, he had told you. 
We've been engaged for over a year, 
just secretly, between ourselves.” 

And he had quite agreed with her. 
Doug had the right of way, youth’s 
eternal, special privilege. She had made 
him feel like an aged Peer Gynt, stam- 
bling back to Selvvig to discover in her 
faith the self he had lost. Their en- 
gagement had been announced when 
Dong finished college. The wedding 
was to take place in December down in 
New Orleans. Van had taken Doug 
abroad with him to give him a survey 
of their oil holdings in the East, and had 
lost him in Paris. The memory of 
Gwen to-night was like a breath of 
fresh, fragrant air in the jammed, over- 
heated rooms, He threw away his cig- 
arette and started for the dancing salon. 

As he passed under the arches, a 
Toreador fox-trotted close to him, hold- 
ing a black Pierrette. The girl turned 
her head invitingly toward Van, and 
pushed her partner away. 


“V'la, dllez,” she called, and Van 
found himself yielding. Perhaps on the 
floor he would find Doug more readily. 
‘The girl was pliant in his arms, a good 
dancer, By the time they had circled 
the salon twice he found himself enjoy- 
ing the sensation. Beneath the black 
half mask she wore, her lips were half 
parted, She was thin with extreme 
youth, her hair a bobbed mop of wiry 
Diond curls under the tilted, black 
Ppomponed hat she wore. 

Under her breath she gossiped of men 
on the floor. Did he know the Beau- 
caire standing under the balcony? No? 
That was Gerous, the artist, one brilliant 
man, but the most execrable dancer, 
Like one parrot, that was all. And the 
pirate with the bare legs and red hand- 
kerchief about his head? That was 
Tailloux, the statesman, a pig to France, 
It was devoutly to be hoped he might die 
before the next election. Did he know 
that_— Suddenly she stiffened in his 
grasp, as she swayed back to gaze after a 
couple who had just passed back of 
him. 

“Tl! There is the White Moth and 
her American multimillionaire, Ah, 
but she is wise, Never that girl lose her 
head, never. All men love her, and 
she will never choose one from the lot.” 
Listen.” Van spoke with curt dis-, 
tinctness. “It’s worth a thousand dol- 
lars to me to cut in on them, and dance 
with her. Can you manage to help me? 
Till give you a check for it to-night.” 

“Tt is cheap and you will lose,” she 
chuckled against his shoulder, “But I 
can do it easily. When you pass again, 
see, | will divert him, and you may take 
her, if you like. You are all alike with 
Danae, you men, but Ido not care. You 
come back to me when she refuse you. 
I like to dance with you, Frére Polichi- 
nélle.” 

He did not guess her plan, but when 
they came abreast of the other couple, 
suddenly her foot seemed to skid over 
the polished floor. She cut directly 
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across Doug’s path, almost throwing 
him, and, in their hesitancy, 
Van seized his chance, The black Pier- 
rette had sprawled upon the floor, hold- 
ing her ankle with little moans of pain. 
Doug knelt beside her, releasing Danae 
to give aid to the fallen girl. 

“Danae!” Van murmured the name 
so that only the slender, aloof figure in 
silver heard. As she turned her head in 
surprise he smiled down at her. “I im- 
plore a dance,” he whispered eagerly. 

The audacity of his voice and manner 
caught her imagination. She looked up 
at the masked face, the mouth and chin 
cut on the pattern of a Greek coin head, 
the dark eyes glittering down at her 
challengingly through the slits of the 
‘black-satin mask. He had spoken to 
her in English, but with the American 
accent, hardly breathing the words as 
he deliberately closed his hands on her 
slender wrists, and drew her toward 
him. She hesitated, tried to draw away 
from him, but Van caught her fast in 
his arms, swirling out with her into the 
confusing, concealing throng of mas- 
queraders. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Twice they encircled the dancing floor 

before either spoke. Van watched for 
-the black Pierrette and Doug. The tall, 
cone-shaped hat with its dangling pom- 
pons passed him once at a distance. She 
was dancing with Doug, a moody, sus- 
picious Doug, on the lookout for his lost 
partner. As they came to the far end 
‘of the salon beneath the balcony, Van 
stopped. A long, tremulous trumpet 
call sounded from a distant room. The 
dancers were crowding back from the 
floor, laughing, good-humored, finding 
places to sit in a half circle beneath the 
balcony. 

“What is that?” Danae asked. 

“The Dance of the Mummies—fea- 
ture program. We can see it from one 
of the boxes, unobserved.” He pressed 
a gold piece into the hand of the scarlet- 
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clad factotum who guarded the private 
entrance to the upper boxes, led the way 
to the fifth box, and seated her where 
she would be concealed from the view 
of those below. 

She had only spoken to him once, but 
Van felt he had succeeded in establish- 
ing an unacknowledged mutual interest 
‘between them. She had yielded herself 
in the dance, with an utter abandon, to 
the thythm and his own perfection as a 
partner. There had been to him the 
undeniable thrill of holding her in his 
arms, even while he had schooled him- 
self against permitting her to appeal to 
hi 


jim. 

“T feel cool.” She turned to look back 
at him over her shoulder. — “Will you 
find my companion and tell him I wish 
my cloak?” 

“Take this.” He draped her in his 
‘own domino, and she was silent. 

From the arched, gold entrance at the 
far end of the salon came a slow pro- 
cession of black Nubian slaves, bearing 
on their shoulders shrouded mummy 
shapes. Egyptian youths preceded them, 
blowing on long, slender, golden trum- 
pets. Behind the procession waiked a 
priest, youthful, too, his face lifted in 
rapt ecstasy, his hands uplifted, bearing 
the tripod and urn of Ptah. 

“Grand old bunk.” Van leaned for- 
ward a trifle to speak to her, “A pack 
of devil worshipers after a lashed soul 
would have hit off the keynote of the 
moment better.” 

“What do you mean?” She glanced 
back at him, her brows drawn slightly, 
her eyes puzzled. 

“Suppose twenty men like myself 
were in pursuit of you down there. 
Wouldn't it fire jaded imaginations to 
see men in evening dress with long 
whips, whirling after you as you tried 
to escape—one poor, selected, perfect 
soul facing sacrifice to the great, potent 
beauty of evil? This is commonplace. 
Lock now, and I'll prove it to you 
‘They are unwinding the mummies. At 
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the last, what rewards our breathless 
expectancy?” 

‘To the Iw, haunting music, the mum- 
mies danced until they unwound them- 
selves, Nubians holding the ends of long 
scarfs of silk. Last of all there stepped 
out girls, with bobbed, bejeweled hair, in 
costumes of heavily pailletted chiffons; 
darkened eyes, reddened lips against 
pallid, expressionless faces. 

“I was right,” he laughed. “You, in 
your moth gown, are far more bewitch- 
ing. You are like an incarnation of the 
moon,” 

‘She turned her head away, her eyes 
seeking for Doug among the crowded 
faces under the arches, Already she re- 
gretted permitting herself to be drawn 
against her will into the revelry of the 
carnival spirit. Vaguely, too, she dis- 
trusted ‘this man with his assumption of 
authority, ‘his undeniable attraction. 
‘The dance of the mummies prevented 
any one from leaving the upper boxes, 
but she turned her shoulder deliberately 
away from him. 

Van was amused, Under his breath 
he murmured verses in Arabic: 

“How shall I know the voice of my beloved, 
From the owl and the bulbul? 
By the love in my heart that answers him.” 

“That is very odd.” Her glance swept 
over him with reluctant curiosity 
“Aren't you American?” 

“I arrived this morning fron 
Arabia, like all good and authorized 
princes of romance, in fact, on a carpet 
of Bagdad. Satisfied, ma belle prin 
cesse? My credentials are at your serv- 
ice. I saw you to-night for the first 
time at the Folies, worshiped you, and 
followed you here. 

A flicker of scarn showed beneath her 
long, upeurved lashes. She watched 
restlessly for Doug. 

y did you know that I would be 


“My familiar spirit tipped me off. I 
carry him with me bottled for ready 
reference, according to the time-hon- 


ored fashion of all wandering Eastern 
potentates in quest of the Fairest.” 

She smiled for the first time, a little, 
half-credulous, half-disdainfwl smile, 

“And what, pray,” she taunted back, 
“does your royal, sun-born Highness 
bring of special interest to one who 
listens?” 

He drew a ring from his little finger, 
‘an oblong lapis lazuli set deeply into 
dull, hand-chased gold. On the jewel 
were strange, faint characters like 
Arabic. She examined it with curiosity, 
trying it on her own hand, where it fitted 
the second finger. 

“The Persian priests wore them when 
they officiated at the most sacred cere- 
monial of Zoroaster,” he told her, “They 
were said to have been dug up around 
the ancient Fire Circle already marited 
with those characters, We have grown 
in wisdom since those days, The Sacred 
Fire of Ever-burning Light has been 
found out. It is merely a natural 
naphtha geyser. I was given that by the 
ameer who signed one of my con 
contracts.” 

“What does it mean?” She turned 
the ring about musingly. 

“He told me. ‘Fire of Life,’ 
there, which is Love.” 

“How commonplace! I had hoped it 
might be a sacred amulet.” 

“So you interpret it according to your 
own conception of love, and find it 
commonplace!” His tone held a fine 
edge of sarcasm. “Love is pagan to 
you, isn't it? Age old, sitting at every 
crossroad in life. This, my beautiful 
one, is Love Supreme, quité another 
consideration, not Venus Genetrix, 
Meera rather, Mother of Life. Anahita, 
they called her, through the Caucasus 
before the Greeks taught them Aph- 
rodite’s ritual. Give back the ring, and 
let me lavish diamonds, according to 
thy desire.” 

“Tt interests me.” 
at arm’s length, 


it says 


She held her hand 
studying the ring 


all 


—is it very valuable?” 

He smiled. She was running exactly 
true to form, he thought. And yet, 
from one moment to the next he was 
impressed with her gentility, the un- 
mistakable stamp she bore of good 
breeding. 

“Very. In. fact, 
things are not bought. They are passed 
along as tribute. Should your royal 
fancy tire of it at any time, I assure 
you it may be exchanged at any repu- 
table mart for a bucket of diamonds or 
six elephants’ weight in silver.” 

‘Why should you wish to give this to 
2” She resented his tone, drawing 
ioe hig: Freer ber Sages, “1; bate te 
desire to keep it. In fact—" 

Somewhere a Tartar gong struck 
loudly, resonantly. Below them the 
mummy dance finished in a whirl, the 
slim, unreal forms had been swathed 
into their wrappings and borne out on 
the shoulders of the giant slaves. The 
Jone priest chanted an invocation to 
Hathor as he followed them, his pas- 
sionate, ascetic face uplifted to the 
ascending flame from the metal incense 
brazier he carried. Van stepped hack 
into the shadow of the box. Danae had 
hurriedly, flinging off his domino. 


priceless. Such 


over there, with a girl dressed as Pier- 


rete.” She held the ring out to him 
without turning her head, but there came 
no reply. When she glanced back at the 
velvet-curtained recesses of the box she 
found herself alone. Staring at the 
ring, she felt a strange, dazed feeling, as 
if she were wakening from a receding 
dream. She had not seen the upper part 
of his face, only the strongly curved 
young chin and mouth, shaped like an 
old-time Greek hero's profile, dominant, 
a bit ruthless. 

It had been a new experience to her, 
not altogether pleasant or gratifying. 
Under his compliments there had run 
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an undercurrent of bantering amuse- 
ment that irritated her. She was accus- 
tomed to homage, to costly gifts from 
her admirers, but this was entirely dif- 
ferent. Against her own will, she had 
felt the strong magnetism of his per- 
sonality, the appeal that lay behind 
every little mannerism, every tone value. 
And, vaguely, she felt afraid of some 
unsuspected yielding in her own nature 
to what had been merely the mood of 
the hour. Yet she had given him no 
encouragement. 

The ring held a strange, disturbing 
fascination for her, however. She 
looked at it closely, at its few simply 
cut characters. “Fire of Love,” it said. 
Slowly she fastened it in the golden 
meshes of her hair by a jeweled clasp, 
and went from the box, down the long 
gallery to the staircase, her heart beating 
quickly, half expecting to meet, at any 
turn, the figure of the black friar. 

Under the arch where she had first 
seen him the Picrrette discovered Van 
waiting for her. As she slipped close to 
him he handed her a check for one thou- 
sand dollars, payable to bearer, folded 
‘small. 

“Ah, but you are wonderfull!” she ex- 
claimed happily. “When I see she is 
standing up there alone, I discover her 
to him. Behold, he rush to her this 
moment, distracted, furious. Am I not 
clever?” She shot’ a wistful, expectant 
glance at him. 

“Very. I think you will find that 
correct. Adieu, ma chérie, and many 
thanks, 

“You will not dance with me again?" 

“Thanks, I’m just leaving.” He was 
watching Danae keenly, as she strolled 
with her peculiar air of aloof hauteur 
along the gallery, down the staircase, 
and joined Doug. He was talking to 
her quickly, his face flushed with anger 
and wine. Danae was pale, indifferent, 
preoccupied, Van smiled slowly to him- 
self as the Pierrette touched his arm 
timidly. 
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“Good night,” she whispered. “You 
are most interesting, monsieur. If you 
wish to know, my name is Marianne 


Duval. Iam an excellent model. Pos- 
sibly monsieur is an artist?” 
am no artist, Pierrette,” he smiled 


back at her. “Good night, and @ thou- 
sand thanks for your kindness.” 

She tore his check into fragments 
with the swift vindictiveness of a teased 
kitten, 

“You shall not pay me with money!” 
She tilted back her head, “Kiss me, 
instead.” 

Van met in her eyes the same old look 
of invitation. It bored and saddened 
him. He kissed her lightly, drew his 
monk's hood low over his face, and 
passed down the wide circular staircase 
out one look back at the girl, who 
leaned far over the gilded balustrade, 
following as far as she could see the 
uplifted head with its clean-cut profile. 


CHAPTER V. 


Van took a taxi back to the hotel 
where he and his brother had engaged 
suites before his departure for Arabia. 
Tt was after two when he finally settled 
himself on the couch to read until 
Doug's return, That day he had brought 
several books on the Near-East situa- 
tion, England would probably lose her 
hold on Mesopotamia, he mused, open- 
ing the way to others, His own re- 
ception by the men who controlled the 
oil concessions had been encouraging. 
Subject to certain conditions, he felt his 
visit there had been worth while. But, 

¢ read, between the printed page and 
himself came the memory of Danae’s 
face turned from him, resentful, repel- 
lent, yet revealing against her will her 
interest in him. He threw the book 
aside, and walked about the three rooms 
restlessly. 

Various photographic enlargements of 
studies of Danae stood about the place, 
‘one on Doug’s desk, a sepia, particularly 


B 
good. Another stood by the droplight 


stand in Doug's own room. Various 
evidences of the boy's devotion showed 
here and there. On the desk was an 
accumulation of mail from the States, 
most of it unopened. Van looked it 
over, frowning as he found several in 
delicate gray envelopes, from Gwen Dal. 
las. In a copper tray at one side was a 
collection of bills from the leading 
jewelers, florists, curio dealers, antique 
collectors, even one bill for five thou- 
sand dollars for a Chow pup. 

‘Closer inspection showed that he had 
purchased four different cars in as many 
weeks. The last, a white-and-silver 
model copied from a special order for 
a maharani of India. The bill was for 
thirty-five thousand. Van replaced them 
all, smoked thoughtfully, and resumed 
his reading, The only act which showed 
the trend of his ultimate purpose was 
in calling up the hotel office and telling 
them to make double reservations on the 
Samarcand, sailing two days later for 
America. There was no doubt in his 
own mind of Doug’s reaction, once he 
ili be convinced of Danae’s interest 
in him, which indicated her willingness 
to follow the larger bait. In case what 
proof of this he already possessed 
failed, then he would go farther. 

He heard the stopping of the elevator 
at their floor around two-thirty, the 
familiar step in the corridor, somewhat 
halting and uncertain, He had let the 
catch lock slip back into place after 
using his own pass-key. Doug fumbled 
now over the insertion of his own, turn- 
ed it finally, and entered. There was no 
light in the small entrance hall or the 
living room. He went to his own bed- 
room, turned on the lights, stared 
around until he located the sepia por- 
trait. As he gazed down at the aloof, 
listinctive beauty of the face, his whole 
heart was in his eyes. At the sound of 
another’s presence in the adjoining 
room, he laid it back on the desk. 

“Kanno, are you there?” 
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Instead of his Japanese valet, Van 
stood in the draped doorway, smiling 
back at him quietly. 

“Hello, Doug. Didn't expect me so 
soon, did you 

Doug's face was a curious study of 
mingled welcome and embarrassment. 
He made an effort to pull himself to- 
gether, started forward with out 
stretched hand, stumbled over a low ot- 
toman, and dropped on it with relief. 

“I'm all in, Van, Been to a costume 


hall, Made Greenwich Village look like 
a church fair. What's the news from 
Turkeyland 


“Any ultimate trouble points toward 
Europe. I closed full concessions on all 
I went after—Persia and Arabia, We 
sail for home Saturday 

Doug stared back at him, puzzled, his 
curly hair touseled into a crest, trying 
to shape sense out of the announcement, 
so far as it concerned himself. 

“I'm not going back yet.” He tried 
to make the words casual, but final 
“Can't get away so soon, Van. Sorry. 
T'll be over around the first.” 

“You're going with me, kid," replied 
Van mildly, but with pointed conclu- 
siveness. “Get that? I've booked pas- 
sage for two. We start the new com 
pany next week, and I want you in on 
it. You'll just have time to cover om 
business, get your town house ready, 
and be married in December.” 

Dong scowled back, his rounded chin 
set doggedly. his eyes heavy with re- 
sentment at the interference. He tried 
to face the issue with forcefulness. 

“There are two sides to that, Van. In 
the first place I won't be dic—damn !|— 
tated to by you.” He caught a hiccough 
with difficulty. “I had a hell of a lot to 
say about getting married, didn’t 1? 
Gwen had me labeled and picked for fu- 
ture reference ever since she first pow- 
dered her nose. What did I know about 
great love, the grande passion? You 

You took your own time looking 
by world over. You didn't jump into 
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any engagement when you were my age, 
did you? You blazed a trail all the way 
from Singapore to Forty-second Street. 
But if I choose to stay on here for a 
while, you're all set to play my natural 
guardian and save the poor dear boy 
from overindulgence, aren’t you, old 


thing?” He chuckled, slipping farther 
down in his chair. “You don't get any- 
where with me, Van. Go ahead and sail 


Saturday. Tell Gwennie she’s at per- 
fect liberty to change her mind. No 
opposition here whatsoever.” 

“You damned fool!” The words were 
spoken between set teeth, as Van stared 
down at him. “Listen. I know all about 
your White Moth, She's this fellow 
Volcano’s sweetheart 

He got no further. Doug rose 
heavily, swayed, swung his chair over 
his head and started toward his brother. 
Before it could descend Van had 
smashed him back with one quick, mer- 
ciless blow on the point of the chin. 
Setting the chair where it belonged, 
he ordered Doug to get up from the 
floor, where he lay in a sobbing, dis« 
ordered heap. 

“You damned liar!” he blurted out, 
“You never saw her in your life. You 
don’t even know who she is.” 

“No?” Van went over to the «lesk, 
picked up the telephone, sat down on the 
arm of a chair, “You'll take a sporting 
chance on that, will you? No slinging 
of furniture if you lose? All right. 
Now listen at this end.” He called the 
number scrawled in blue pencil across 
the top of the note pad. Beneath was 
the initial “D.” Tt was a private num- 
ber. 

The answer came back in the soft, 
hesitant voice of one of the Burmese 
maids. Mademoiselle had retired. It 
was impossible that she be disturbed. 
Van urged her to let Danae know he 
wished to speak with her. Say it was 
the Prince of Arabia. 

eyed him with drawn, black 
brows, suspicious, infuriated at the ine 
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ference that she would speak to him at 


ime. After a pause Van spoke into 
the phone. : 
“Yes, it i Have’ I no right to 


notify the Heifer of the Dawn that the 
sun is about to rise? How did I secure 
your number? From the genie in the 
ystal bottle, beloved. Listen.” He low- 
ed his tone to one of deliberate pas- 
sion. “Danae, I love you. I neglected 
to mention the fact before I left you 

¢ I desire to pace your dreams, I 

thought it wise to tell you.” 

Danae’s voice came to him over the 
wire, umheard by Doug. amused, slightly 
sleepy. with a delicious indolence. 

“Have you called me only to tell me 
this? It might have waited.” 

“Until when? Until you cannot resist 
the temptation to see me again? Do you 
remember this?” He repeated the Arab 
love verse to her softly: 
“How shall T know the voice of my beloved, 

From the owl and the bulbal? 

By the Jove in my heart that answers him, 
“Will you see me soon, Danae?” 
“Never!” Her voice was as taunting, 

as careless as his own, but to the love- 

tortured boy on the couch, the conversa- 
tion was the proof of their deep friend 
ship. “Where are you now?" 

“Directly above your habitation in a 
cloud palace. I call to you to join me in 
a rendezvous of dreams, beloved. 
Where is my ring?” 

“Do you wish it back? 1 will gladly 
return 

“Sleep with it beneath your cheek.” 

There came a slight click from the 
other end. She had deliberately cut him 
off. Van smiled, and turned back to 
where Doug lay, face downward on the 
couch, his shoulders shaken with deep. 


dry sobs: 
“Believe me, now?” There was no 
answer. He smoked a few moments, 


then seated himself beside the boy, one 
hand on his shoulder. “Look here, 
Doug, pull yourself out of this. Don’t 
be any woman's fool, They're all alike, 
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except—Gwen, She's real, and she has 
faith in you. I've got to hand you back 
to her clean and right, don’t you under- 

‘The Danae type is as old as the 

You've fallen for it like every 
inexperienced youngster since the 
beginning of time. She's the modern 
Lilith, ‘And round his heart one 
strangling golden hair.’ Snap out of 
it. Swallow your medicine and come on 
home with me. 

Doug lifted his head, jamming his 
hair back from his damp forehead sav- 
agely, his eyes wet and bloodshot. 

“Damned if 1 will! Tl ask her to 
marry me to-morrow, She's fine and I 
know it, I love her, I tell you, and if 
you'll mind your business and clear out, 
she'll marry me.” 

“And I will stop at nothing to prevent 
it. You're going home to Gwen.” 

“Gwen!” Doug sneered. “Why the 
hell don’t you marry her yourself, if 
you're so anxious about het 

“You're perfectly right, old boy.” 
Van stood up, his face set in lines, the 
words coming slowly. “I would if 1 
imagined she would care for me or that 
T was worthy of her. After that blazed 
trail you mentioned, of the past ten 
years, I would not ask a girl like Gwen 
to be my wife. Ideals and illusions are 
indispensable to love and romance.” 

He walked from the room out to the 
narrow stone balcony, stretching across 
the exterior of the apartment, overlook- 
ing the gardens of the Tuileries. Light 
was just breaking through the eastern 
sky, faint underglows of rose through 
the heavy elephant gray of cloud masses. 

Against his. will, the low, contralto 
tones of Danae’s cool, vibrant voice re- 
curred to him. He’ regretted having 
repeated to Doug the gossip of the clubs, 
coupling her name with El Volcano’s. 
Every beautiful woman in the public 
eye was subject to innuendo and con- 
jecture. It might be false. But in the 
Jong run, with odds against him, any- 
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thing seemed fair play for the sake of 
Gwen and her happiness. 

It was Danae’s pose, he thought con- 
temptuously, this “remote, virtuous 
princess” role she played for her public. 
Others had adopted it with similar suc- 
ess, Hidden traps were the best. Not 
for an instant did he grant her one 
measure of faith, and still, against his 
will and understanding, there ran a 
thrill throughout his nerves at the mem- 
ory of her close in his arms, as they 
danced, the fragrant, exquisite perfec- 
tion of her, her unquestionable good 
taste. He lost himself in retrospection, 
the cigarette in his hand burning itself 
out, until Kanno stepped noiselessly 
out beside him. 

“Mister Doug, he sleep,” he said con- 


fidentially. “He drink very much too 
much,” 

Van pulled his thoughts back to 
reality. 


“Fine,” he said. “Give him all he 
wants, Kanno. Keep him dead to the 
world—understand?—until we make the 
boat at Cherbourg.” 

“Understand perfectly,” answered 
the Jap, with a little, quick bow. Van 
glanced at his watch. Quarter after 
four. He followed the other back into 
the apartment to catch a few hours’ 
sleep. The pictures of Danae seemed 
to smile at him with aloof disdain as he 
avoided them on his way to his own 
room, 


CHAPTER VI. 


The noise of the entrance bell 
awakened Danae the following morn- 
ing. It was only nine-thirty by her 
wrist watch, she noticed, early for 
callers. No tradespeople were ever per- 
mitted to disturb her morning beauty 
sleep. Hara Beb and Kali Beb, the Bur- 
mese women, clivided the duties of the 
tiny, exclusive establishment between 
them. While Kali Beb attended to the 
household services and marketing, Hara 
Beb waited upon her sleeping mistress, 
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guarding her from intrusion. Her voice 
‘came to Danae now, low, persuasive, but 
inflexible 

“It is utterly impossible you see 
mademoiselle at such an hour. Never 
she see anybody so early, never.” 

Full awakening came as she listened, 
Her lips curved in a little smile, half 
pleased, half contemptuous, Had the 
Prince of Bagdad invoked his bottled 
genie and discovered the whereabouts 
of her abode? It was quite believable. 
Her admirers had committed far worse 
absurdities. She held out her hand bee 
fore her as she lay back among the lace- 
covered pillows, gazing at the ring he 
had given her, 

“But, monsieur,” Hara Beb exclaimed 
in distress, “I entreat that you do not 
break down the door! Monsieur, you 
forget yourself. I call for the gen- 
darme, you no stop.” 

The pounding on the door became 
threatening. Danae reached out to the 
chair beside her bed, pulled a dressing 
robe about her slender white shoulders 
with irritation, She took one quick look 
in the long, oval mirror, slipped her feet 
into velvet mules, stepped down the 
winding staircase to the glass door of 
the tiny reception hall. ‘The apartment 
was duplex, the first floor opening into 
the inclosed garden of an old sixteenth- 
century residence remodeled into 
‘modern suites, 

“Who is it, Hara Beb?” she asked 
softly. 

“Monsieur Gonzalo,” ‘The Burmese 
maid whispered the name with dislike, 
her small, rounded face contracted into 
a comic moue, Danae’s countenance 
cleared at once, with no further trace 
of anxiety. She picked up the pile of 
mail from the silver basket on the con- 
sole, glancing at the top letters with in- 
terest. 

“Let him in, Hara. Tell him after 
I dress 1 will see him while I have my 
chocolate.” 

She returned to the sleeping room 
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above. ‘The restless pacing to and fro 
below, the rattling of newspapers, the 
slam of a chair, failed to hurry or 
trouble her in the least. The room was 
characteristic of its occupant. Heavy 
double curtains of gold-and-orchid bro- 
caded silk hung loosely before the long 
windows. Outside’the glass were win- 
dow boxes filled with diminutive Japan- 
ese trees, formal, decorative, There 
were coverlets of orchid velvet under 
delicate Flemish lace, dragging to the 
floor, a Persian silk rug of amethyst and 
silver on the floor, a black Chow, Doug’s 
latest gift, dozing on a white-satin pil 
low near the open fire 

She bathed leisurely, dressed in a 
Joose, Russian morning robe of white 
wool, heavily embroidered, peasant- 
fashion, in coarse gold thread and scar- 
let wool, roped about her waist with the 
knout of a penitent. As she descended 
the narrow stairs, with the Chow fol- 
lowing her, she showed no sign or trace 
of the night's adventure. 

Her breakfast tray was placed on a 
small, painted table set in a sun- 
drenched window recess overlooking the 
garden. She took the low, cushioned 
wicker chair beside it, patted the im- 
ploring Chow puppy, bent over a low 
green bow! filled with fresh violets from 
Parma, all the while that El Volcano 
stood watching her, his hands behind 
him, fingers interlaced tightly. his lean, 
sallow face set in lines of intense, sup- 
pressed rage. 

“You keep me waiting like your 
laundry boy! It is your pose!” he ex- 
claimed. “You sit there, now, and affect 
to ignore me. Very good. This 1 will 
tell you. Last night, after you left the 
theater, I talk to Tothnes myself. He 
was agreeable to my suggestion.” 

Danae’s eyebrows raised ever so 
slightly, but she did not tum her head. 
Feeding the Chow a dainty, frilled lamb 
chop from a tiny silver trencher, she 
waited. 

“He resents your inartistic attitude 
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toward the sanctity of your profession, 
The great artiste does not stoop to la 
canaille, you understand me? You even 
dare to wear yqur White Moth costume 
to the Jugend, to flaunt your beauty be- 
fore that mob! You cheapen our act. 
You degrade it, I will have it no longer, 
1 came to inform you, mademoiselle, 
that I am finished forever. Our con- 
tract is broken. I have engaged another 
person for to-night, Your services are 
no longer required. 

Her lips parted in a smile, untroubled, 
sweetly tolerant of his vehemence. 

“What else, Gonzalo?” 

He stared at her furiously, White 
and gold she seemed in the dazzling sun- 
light that streamed about her, white and 
gold like the ae she impersonated, 
, unattainable. 
You are vain.” he told her. “filled 
with the idea of your own vast value, 
your matchless beauty. You think 
yourself beyond criticism, But you do 
not know the public. All I have to do 
is to give it the true story of Danae 
through the newspapers, the agonized 
failure I found by the Pont Neuf ready 
to drown herself, the beaten one, the 
coward!” 

She did not speak, but looked over at 
him, a peculiar, measuring glance that 
checker his flood of vituperation effec- 
tively. 

“Who takes my place—Ninon ?” 
asked softly. 

“Yes, Ninon.” He hurled back the 
name at her, Then, challengingly: “Do 
not sneer, madempiselle. She is younger 
than you, she has the grace of a nymph, 
80 exquisitely slender, so fragile. She is 
alive and warm with eagerness. She 
will work with me for the success of 
the act. She will do as I tell her, and 
1 will make her so much more famous 
than Danae, that in three months’ time 
people will say, ‘Danae, what is that?” 

She smiled slowly. 

“That is quite enough, Gonzalo. I 
wish you both all the success in the 
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world, you and little Ninon, I assure 
you the sooner that people forget Danae, 
the better it will please me. You cannot 
understand that—can you?—not yet. 
You think it a great honor for me to 
have been associated with you, to dance 
night after night before a lot of gaping 
idiots. I am bored to death with it 
all, [hate it! I never intended to re- 
main any longer than I could help. 
Give my love to Ninon, Do not beat 
her, Gonzalo. She is afraid of you. If 
you beat her, the pollen brushes from 
the moth’s wing, and she will fail to 
please the public for you. Hara Beb!” 
she called, and the Burmese woman ap- 
peared in the doorway, “Bring me my 
moth costume. You will have to buy 
her imitation jewels, but she shall have 
the rest of it. It is right, And to-night 
I wish you both the greatest triumph.” 

He seized his hat suddenly from the 
piano, cursed women collectively, and 
slammed the doors after him. Danae 
did not laugh, but sat quietly, drinking 
her chocolate, her eyes half closed as 
she studied the garden below, its vine- 
clad arbors and bordered walks. 

Tt was as she had expected, the sub- 
stitution of another in the act if she 
continued to combat El Volcano’s or- 
ders, But why should she care, she 
asked herself. She was free. Their as- 
sociation had never been more than a 
timely concession to the extremity of 
the moment. She had been ambitious 
and had learned all that he could teach 
her as a dancer. In the first days of 
their acquaintance he had made love to 
her, as a matter of course, and then she 
had disappeared for two weeks, while 
he hunted for her in every place pos- 
sible. When she returned, she made a 
bargain with him. 

“J am not interested in wasting my- 
self, Gonzalo. 1 am ambitious, and I 
will succeed. If you wish to teach me, 
T will learn and work for you, but if 
you try to make Jove to me, I will go 
away. Do you understand?” 


“You are not interested in love, bah!” 
sneered Gonzalo incredulously. “You 
who can walk the street in rags and yet 
have people turn to stare after you, 
‘What do you expect” 

“ will tell you what [ expect"—she 
had said it quite deliberately—"I expect 
to wait until there comes one who can 
afford to pay the price. Yes, one whom 
I love! 1 intend to command only the 
highest, do you see?” 

It had been this attitude of conse- 
cration to an ideal of attainment that had 
won her even El Volcano's respect, al- 
though he had not hesitated to convey t 
the public the idea that he enjoyed her 
favor. She lived up absolutely to the 
letter of her agreement with him, not 
realizing his power to injure her by in- 
nuendo and stggestion. She never 
cheapened herself by association with 
the students on Montmartre who 
frankly worshiped her beauty. If she 
repulsed him, at least Gonzalo had the 
satisfaction of knowing there were no 
favorites. 

When success had come to her she 
had set up the exclusive little establish- 
ment for herself in St. Germain, hired 
private tutors for herself, spent two 
years in study and improvement, all for 
the goal she had set before her. Tt must 
be a fair bargain, she had determined. 


ried beauty and culture, 
Yet, during this time, 
wealth and fame had laid all they pos- 
sessed in the balance of Danae’s favor, 
and had been di Gonzalo had 
watched from his own distance, and had 
laughed at them. He had grown to be- 
lieve her a woman without emotion. 
Ambition was all she dreamed of, he 
decided, So much for so much, she 
bargained, and waited for the right man 
with the serene patience of a cat 
Now, as he drove his car swiftly over 
to the theater for a morning rehearsal 
with Ninon and orchestra, he told him- 
self Danae's indifference was because 
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she had at last landed her quarry. She 
would throw him, Gonzalo, aside, like an 
old powder puff. She would forget that 
she had ever been Danae of the Folies, 
she would be ever the grande dame 
henceforth. 

He grinned to himself, his teeth shut 
tightly on his cigarette holder, as he 
reached the side entrance of the theater, 
and swung out of the low, red roadster. 
‘A group of reporters were chatting with 
Tothnes in the doorway. He waved 
them toward El Volcano with relief. 

Was it true, they demanded, that 
Danae had broken her engagement at a 
moment's notice? Was it true that she 
had been seen at the Jugend Ball with 
Donglas Vallée, the young oil multi- 
millionaire? Was it true that her un- 
derstudy, Ninon Aurel, was to have her 
place? 

“Quite true, messieurs,” Gonzalo in- 
formed them quietly. “The tempera- 
ment of woman is ever a capricious 
thing to reckon with, When they are 
jealous they become impossible. I am 
supplanting Danae with Ninon, you un- 
derstand me 
the grand triumph. 
Danae, matchless, but cold, messieurs, 
cold as Heel But Ninon”—he kissed 
his finger tips widely to the sky—“she is 
the sparkle in the champagne, the flare 
of the cigarette. She is delight per- 
sonified. She is——” 

He was followed into the darkened 
theater by the journalists. Tothnes had 
listened in silence, his broad, clean- 
shaven face imperturbable, good-hu- 
mored, untroubled. Alone, he sauntered 
around and up to his private office, 
closed the door carefully, and called up 
Vandergrift Vallée at the hotel. 

“Danae leaves at once. El Volcano 
has already filled her place.” 

“Thanks,” said Van __ laconically. 
“You did good work, Tothnes, in help- 
ing me break up the affair. Send me 
the bill.” 
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CHAPTER VII. 


There was expectancy and surmise in 
the atmosphere of the Folies Royale 
that evening. The afternoon papers 
had featured the sensational withdrawal 
of the White Moth, Danae, and the sub- 
stitution of Ninon Aurel in the rdle. 
The comparison was drawn effectively, 
high-lighted into picturesque contrast, 
between the two. Gonzalo had fulfilled 
his threat. In an interview of regret, 
he had given the unabridged story of his 
discovery of Danae on the brink of sui- 
cide, “Wooed from the Lethean waters 
by Ambition,” as one paper put it. His 
protection and care of her during her 
months of training were accentuated 
and enlarged upon; finally he had told 
of her jealousy of the little Montmartre 
model whom he had employed as her 
understudy. 

Tt was extremely well done, Van 
thought, when he read the papers. 
Tothnes was giving full measure by 
utilizing the vindictiveness of El Vol- 
cano. The woman without a heart, they 
called Danae, the whole motif of her 
career they made out to be the lure of 
the flame. 

“Yet, no,” Gonzalo had added as the 
climax to his interview, “not even the 
warm, passionate lure of the flame. She 
worships ‘clair de lune,’ she is cold as 
the moon itself, and pitiless. After 
tasting herself of the bitterness of 
poverty and despair, she would crush 
this child of Paris, this flower of Mont- 
martre, from sheer jealousy of her ex- 
treme youth and charm.” 

Danae read the interview, and smiled 
slowly over its well-directed shafts. It 
did not change her plans in the smallest 
particular. All the afternoon she was 
secluded from inquiries. After the de- 
parture of Gonzalo she had formulated 
her own plan for retaliation. After 
sending the moth costume to Ninon, she 
had gone into the city to a certain fa~ 
mous establishment, and had spent hours 
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in closest conference with its head, The 
result arrived by special messenger 
shortly before dinner. 


Van had no problem on his hands so 
far as Doug’s condition was concerned. 
With his first moments of consciousness 
that day, he had relapsed into a reaction 
of sullen resentment at the interference 
in affair with Danae. Kanno had 
ministered to his needs throughout the 
day, which consisted mostly of regular 
ministrations of cognac whenever he 
wakened. He had refused either to 
speak with Van or see him. 

After sending the check to Tothnes 
and making all arrangements for leaving 
Paris in time to make the sailing of the 
Samarcand from Cherbourg, Van found 
the evening before him, In response to 
his inquiry after dinner, Kanno had 
opened wide the door of the sleeping 
room, and disclosed Doug in a sleep of 
utter collapse, apparently. A feeling of 
pity and affection for the boy came over 
‘Van as he looked down at the flushed, 
embittered face on the pillows. 

After all, if it had not been for Gwen, 
he had a right to his own adventuring. 
And he had surely shown perfect taste 
in choosing Danae as the object of his 
first wild love affair. If it had been 
merely a memory of Paris nights, the 
affair of a few weeks, he might have let 
him go on, but there could be no tem- 
porary compromise with a girl like 
Danae. She obviously desired marriage, 
nothing less. And, therefore, he felt 
justified in taking any steps to save 
Doug from such an entanglement. 

Yet now that he himself faced his la: 
night in Paris, his thoughts turned 
voluntarily to Danae, He settled him- 
self to read the latest papers and maga- 
zines from London and America, and 
found himself seeing always between 
himself and the printed page the face of 
the Moth Girl, with its strange, aloof 
glamour, It had the rapt remoteness of 
a devotee, he had thought the first night. 
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He had seen the same expression on the 
lifted faces of temple dancers, a look 
almost of consecration, 

Probably that was the secret, he told 
himself cynically. It was consecration 
to her ultimate ambition of securing as 
shrewd a bargain for herself as she 
could command, He threw the papers 
‘on the floor, rose, glanced at his watch, 
and left the hotel. Twenty minutes 
later he stood in the foyer of the Folies, 
impelled against his reason and better 
judgment to take a last look at the girl 
whom he had outwitted. There was 
more than a sporting chance that she 
would be present at the début of her 
rival. 

‘Tothnes saw and recognized him with 
a smile that conveyed understanding 
and satisfaction. The audience was a 
record one. An air of stspense and an- 
ticipation pervaded it. It was a 
mingling of first night habitués and the 
student crowd from the Quartier, tarn- 
ing out in honor of their favorite, Ninon. 
There was no announcement made of 
the change, nothing but a discreet sub- 
stitution of the name of Ninon in place 
of Danae on the black-and-gold card. 

But at the instant when the black- 
velvet curtains were about to be drawn 
aside, there came a peculiar rustle and 
general movement from the foyer, 
Tothnes, in the back of a first-tier box, 
rose, but failed to discover the cause. 
It was as if a personage of the greatest 
fame and popularity had suddenly ap- 
peared at the Folies. The thrill of 
amazed delight swept through the au- 
dience. Many rose from their seats to 
obtain a better look at the late arrival. 
Van himself rose from the loge seat he 
had taken, staring at the back of the 
darkened theater, but failed to discover 
the cause of the enthusiasm. An un- 
dulating wave of heads could be seen, 
following some one to the curtained 
entrance of the first upper box on the 
left of the stage. 

Suspended in the great web of silk 
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across the ceiling of the auditorium, El 
Voleano looked down and recognized 
Danae. His lips drew back dryly 
against his teetlf as he grasped the in- 
tent and purpose of her revenge, The 
curtains were already fully parted re- 

ling Ninon, fair-haired, slender, ap- 
pealing, against the black pillar, but no 
one regarded her. 

In the upper box Danae stood, de- 
liberately letting fall her superb cloak 
of silver fox lined with iridescent green 
velvet, pale and changeful as moon- 
light. She wore a gown of finest spun- 
silver tissue, revealing her supreme gift 
of loveliness. A little slow smile of 
gratification stole over her lips as the 
audience acclaimed her with rising 
shouts and plaudits. 

“Danae! Danae! Vive, vive, vive 
Danae! The matchless, the unconquer- 
able, the Queen of Night!” 

It was Paris’ answer to the canard. 
The shrill hiss that rose from the stu- 
dent section of the balconies failed to be 
heard above the clamor. And Danae 
leaned over, smiling back at her public 
with eager, tenderest accord, lifting her 
arms to them appealingly, setting them 
mad with her challenge to their love and 
loyalty. 

The act was ruined. Tothnes, his 
face suddenly gray and flaccid, fumbled 
aimlessly for his glasses, hurrying down 
from the box to make the stage in time, 
Knowing the Spaniard’s methods, he 
feared anything. But he was too late. 
Hefore the long velvet curtains fell to- 
gether, before Ninon had finished the 
last fluttering glance toward the flame, 
Gonzalo appeared without warning on 
the stage, his face a livid mask of hate. 
Leveling an automatic at the dazzling 
figure in the upper box, he took de- 
liberate aim at the face of Danae to de- 
stroy her beauty. Three shots rang out, 
with staccato ‘reverberations, through 
the theater. Before Gonzalo could aim 
in Tothnes had thrown himself on 
him, seized the wavering, nerveless 


fingers, dragged him down to the floor 
of the stage. Men scrambled from 
boxes and over the chairs of the orches- 
tra, to avenge the attack on their fa~ 
vorite. 

Fascinated, Danae had stood abso- 
Jutely motionless when she had guessed 
his intent. Meeting his eyes with her 
slow, contemptuous smile, fearless, ar 
rogant in her freedom from his power, 
she had stolen his nerve at the crucial 
moment. The weapon had trembled, 
shaken in his grasp, as he fired at her. 
Now she stood gazing down at the 
amazing clamorous scene on the stage, 
where they were trampling the Spaniard 
under foot, beating him. The shrill, 
hysterical screaming of Ninon reached 
her, the panic of the audience, the sick- 
ening odor of powder smoke as it rose 
in delicate, curling ovals from the stage 
below the box. 

And all at once she found herself 
surrounded by a sobbing, adoring 
crowd, It was all that even her desire 
for vengeance might have dreamed of as 
payment in full for El Volcano’s plot 
to ruin her reputation and career. 

Van watched until the figure in silver 
had passed out of the lobby side en- 
trance with all the ceremony and acclaim 
due an empress, surrounded by an es- 
cort of some of the most famous and 
notable personages on the Continent. 
Tt was a singular triumph, he thought, 
and was startled to find his own blood 
racing in his veins, his whole being 
strung to a high tension over the amaz- 
ing scene he had just witnessed. ‘The 
marvelous nerve and courage of the girl 
as she had faced without fear or shrink- 
ing what seemed to promise certain 
death, the utter contempt in her eyes 
as she had looked down at Gonzalo, these 
impelled his admiration in spite of him- 
self. He was extremely thankful that 
Doug reposed, unconscious of events, in 
the hotel suite. The boat train would 
leave before the morning papers were 
ont. 
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He left the theater without attempting 
to see Tothnes. The curtain had fallen 
‘on the scene, El Volcano lay stretched 
out in Tothnes’ private room, uncon- 
scious, bruised, beaten. He would be 
arrested at once, it was said in the 
lobby. Danae might prefer the heaviest 
charges against him. He would prob- 
ably get the limit in a sentence, pethaps 
even exile to the penal colonies. ‘The 
departing audience discussed all the pos- 
ies with telish and vivacity. 
‘A mob of girls and boys were flinging 
flowers before a life-size painting o} 
Danae as the Moth. Van avoided the 
main entrance, choosing the carriage 
way, instead, to escape by. On the edge 
of the gutter he encountered two 
clenched, half-grown figures of street 
boys wrestling on the sidewalk for the 
possession of the remains of a trampled 
bouquet of white flowers. 

“Danae let them fall.” he was told by 
‘one who watched the frenzied fight. He 
hesitated, pashed several golil coins into 
the grimy fists of the combatants, and 
reached+his waiting car tenderly ct 
ing in his hand three or four japonicas. 
He recognized them by their peculiar, 
haunting perfume, flowers that only 
opened at the invitation of the moon, 
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Getting Doug away at this propitious 
and psychological moment seemed to 
Van afterward like a mysterious work- 
ing out of some force stronger than his 
own efforts. If he had foreseen the 
public clamor and news exploitation of 
El Volcano's revenge upon Danae, he 
could not have planned the removal of 
Doug from the danger zone more op- 
portunely. Sleepy and surly still, he 
made the boat train with Kanno’s ex- 
pert assistance. During the journey in 
the early dawn he declined to respond in 
any way to Van's friendly overtures. 
Once aboard the Samarcand, he had 


withdrawn to his own stateroom to 
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finish his broken night’s rest, Kanno 
said. 

Van enjoyed coffee and hot rolls, sent 
off several answers to telegrams and let- 
ters, and provided himself with a store 
of reading for the trip. Once he passed 
the Jap hurrying through the reading 
salon with magazines and newspapers 
under his arm, .\t the moment it oc- 
curred to him that Doug’s perusal of the 
account of the shooting affair at the 
theater the previous night was some 
what risky. He had an impulse to head 
Kanno off, and checked it. After all, it 
was too late to alter things. ‘The boat 
sailed at cight. It was nearly that now. 

Then he read for himself the highly 
partisan reports. There was no ques 
tion but that Danae’s position with the 
amusement world in Paris was assured. 
‘They gloried in her courage, her superb 
presence of mind following the shooting. 
It appeared that she had refused to pre- 
fer any charge against Gonzalo. 
Doubtless. the newspapers hinted, she 
held herself above all such customary, 
sordid methods. It would be more than 
interesting to watch the outcome of a 
certain romance which connected the 
name of Danae with that of a well- 
Known young American multimillion- 
aire 

The sirens sounded warningly. ‘The 
boat vibrated with the starting of the 
engines. There came from the pier the 


usual excited cries of delayed pas- 
He 


sengers. It was all old to Van. 
went forward to watch the gradual 
ping out 10 sea. him, 
vistas of waves undulating in the gray 
light, swirling gulls beating back and 
forth in rhythmic motion, the last 
shadowy edge of night still lingering 
along the western horizon, like a distant, 
unknown coast. 

He had ‘been right, he assured: him- 
self, There could be no compromise 
ina case like Doug's. Then why should 
he find in his own mind a constant re- 
version to memories of the gir! Danae? 
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It was not so much her beauty that in- 
trigued his interest, but rather her cool- 
headedness in the directness of her 
campaign, the way in which she had con 
conducted herself at the Jugend Ball 
commanded his admiration. She 
had adroitness in her maneuvering. Yet 
he could have sworn she was reserving 
herself deliberately for some ideal which 
she had. 

Probably the Spaniard had been more 
to her than appeared. Several of the 
papers had stated that she had been im- 
mediately approached with munificent 
offers from American and English 
managers, But, they added, it was well 
known among the initiate, that Danae 
had her future secured against any 
hazard of the life of an artiste. 

Van's teeth had set on the stem of 
his pipe when he read this last. He 
wondered just what she would think 
when she discovered Doug had left 
France without seeking her. Would she 
connect his departure in any way with 
her masked partner at the Jugend, her 
monk of the Order of the Rose? He 
doubted this. If Doug had seen her 
lefore leaving, he would have un- 
doubtedly blurted out the truth of how 
he had learned of her ready interest in 
Van. As it was, she could only conjec- 
ture why he had departed for America 
without sending her an explanation. 

When they were twenty minutes out 
he decided to look in on Doug. Their 
staterooms were well forward, with a 
cabin between, As he walked the length 
of the upper deck he passed a girl whose 
appearance struck him with a vague 
familiarity, although she was wrapped 
closely in furs, and her back turned to 
him. She stood apart from the chatting, 
lively groups, gazing back toward the 
French shore. Something in the pecu- 
liar tilt of her head, in the grace of her 
carriage, sent his memory scouting back 
to Danae. The improbability of her 
heing a passenger on board the Samar- 
cand sent its own accusation against 


him,” He was a prey to her beauty, he 
told himself contemptuously, so much so 
that his fancy could clothe another in 
her semblance. 

He rapped on Doug’s door, waited, 
rapped again peremptorily, Receiving 
no response, he figured that Kanno must 
be on an errand around the boat, and 
turned the knob to enter. The inner 
stateroom was vacant, and in confusion, 
Doug’s luggage was gone. There was 
no sign of toilet articles or clothing. 
The room was absolutely empty. He 
turned to the small cabin of the suite. 
Every trace of his brother had vanished. 
Tt was a clean get-away. His eyes nar- 
rowed as he caught the meaning of the 
situation. In his own stateroom a slip 
of paper torn from a notebook lay on the 
dressing table. He unfolded it, and 
read in Doug’s handwriting, scrawled in 
pencil: 

Read Paris papers. Cannot live without 

r. e. 

It was not suicide, Van thought 
grimly. He would hardly have taken 
Kanno and extra luggage along, if he 
had intended entering eternity as an un- 
bidden guest. He had probably glanced 
at the account of El Volcano’s shooting 
at Danae last night at the Folies, and had 
had time to slip off at the last moment, 
‘as the Samarcand was leaving the pier. 

Tt was the blind, irresistible reaction 
of a lovesick boy. quixotic, impulsive, 
and it left Van’s hands completely tied. 
He had been beaten merely by Doug's 
happening to see the morning papers. 
He cursed his own stupidity in letting 
the Jap take them to him, even when he 
was safely on the steamer. If it had 
been an English line, there might have 
been a chance of his getting back to 
shore in one of the pilot boats. As it 
was, the Atlantic lay ahead of him, 
with New York the first stop, and his 
entire scheme of things smashed flat. 
Doug was already on his way back to 
Paris and Danae. Nothing he had done 
proved so conclusively how hopeless it 


was to try and hold him back from his 
infatuation for the girl. She held all 
the odd tricks now, Van granted bitterly. 
There was nothing further he could do 
to stop their marriage, since this was her 
ultimate goal 

He remained in the cabin until it was 
time for luncheon, irritated, nervous, 
thoroughly disgusted, smoking steadily, 
pondering whether to send a wireless to 
Doug as a last deterrent, or asking him- 
self if it were not best to wash his hands 
of any further responsibility. But, with 
the relaxing of tension, came the thought 
of Gwen. What would she say when he 
told her that Doug had fallen for the 
star of the Folies, the girl known as the 
White Moth? Would there be any 
chance of her turning to him as a con 
solation prize? 

He grinned at the thought. Gwen 
was not that type. She would rather 
throw the entire blame on him, for leay- 
ing Dong alone while he went on to the 
Orient, for not using all of his own ex- 
perience to safeguard his brother. She 
would never acctise Doug. It would all 
fall on his shoulders, the full responsi- 
bility for permitting Doug to fall a 
victim to the temptations of Paris. Pos- 
sibly she was right. 

He went out on deck to escape “e pas- 
sengers assembling in the saloon as the 
Inncheon call sounded. Turning at the 
stern on the upper deck, he saw again 
the figure in gray which had drawn his 
attention before. Her enveloping chin 
chilla cape seemed part of the gun- 
metal-toned sea and the grayness of the 
November day. But the high fur collar 
had fallen back from her face. revealing 
its beauty. She, also, seemed to be 
avoiding the groups in the saloon, and 
below, as if she half trusted some one 
might find her there alone, some one 
whom she expected. 

Recognizing her. Van stopped short. 
Fate, it appeared. was, after all, a clown, 
a juggler of chance and circumstance, 
Doug had ducked from the boat at the 
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last moment to dash back to Paris at the 
eleventh hour after the girl he loved. 
and here she waited for him, a passenger 
on the Samarcand, because, he decided, 
she had probably learned from the hotel 
that Doug had intended sailing on it. 

As he watched her, not ten paces 
away, it seemed as if his eyes drew her 
own gaze toward him. She turned her 
head slowly, her throat a lovely, perfect 
curve of expectancy, 
comprehending glance, and stared back 
in amazement and disconcertion, her 
brows drawn together in the quick little 
habitual move he remembered. 

“Why are you here?” she demanded, 
when he crossed the deck to her side. 
‘There was no welcome in her tone, only 
resentment and a troubled thrill of ex- 
pectancy. 

“Why? Must I beg to remind the 
Fairest of Women of my bottled genie 
which apprises me at all times of things 
appertaining to my soul’s desire. Aren't 
you secretly glad I am here?” 

His eyes, darkly blue, quizzed her 
unmercifully, met and combated suc- 
cessfully the rising temper in her own, 
until she turned away from him to the 
sea, her face flushing slightly, her un- 
gloved hand resting on the foam-wet 
rail, The ring was on her second finger, 
he noticed. 

“Aren't you?” he repeated. 

She shrugged her shoulders, hardly 
convincingly. 

“It breaks the monotony of a long and 
tedious voyage, doesn’t 

“T shall have no time for amuse- 
ment.” Her tone was impersonal. “I 
caught this boat at the last moment. 
Hernandez has made me an offer for 
the New York opening of his opera, to 
create the réle of Clairmonde.”” 

She was telling the truth. Van found 
himself outpointed for the moment by 
circumstances. The game had been 
taken out of his hands. Almost he 
found him questioning his own sits- 
picion of her. 
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“I have always loved music,” she went 
on idly, “Of course, this is light opera, 
but it suits my voice, and the theme is 
interesting. 

“Why did you choose the Samar- 
cand?” he asked deliberately, “Doesn't 
it make you believe in the great im- 
mutable, inescapable forces which un- 
derlie our lives and shape our des- 
tinies ?” He smiled down at her, his 
hands plunged deep in the pockets of his 
traveling cloak. But her eyes met his 
frankly as she answered his question. 

“I chose the Samarcand because Her- 
nandez was sailing on it," she said 
gravely. 

His gaze rested on her amusedly. 
Of course she was evading. She must 
have called up Doug at the hotel and 
discovered they had left; made her own 
plans accordingly. The offer from Her- 
nandez, he decided, was a clever sub- 
terfuge, yet within the hour they ran 
across the famous producer, as they 
paced the upper deck together. Danae 
met him eagerly, her eyes alight with 
interest, as she evaded a direct intro- 
duction, 

“You know Hernandez, of course.” 
‘She omitted Van at once from their con- 
versation, plunging eagerly into a dis- 
cussion of the new opera and her plans. 
Suddenly, without warning, she asked, 
“Did you find Doug Vallée for me?” 

Hernandez shrugged dubious, regret- 
ful shoulders, 

“He leave the boat most unexpectedly 
at the very last moment of departure.” 
Left the boat?” Her tone was in- 
<julous, “Oh, there's some mistake— 
it's absurd that he should leave at the 
Jast moment!" 

While Hernandez explained and pro- 
tested, her glance met Van’s unwillingly, 
followed the direction of his own eyes to 
the ring on her finger, caught the 
thought suggested behind it, and 
frowned. 

“T will not go into the saloon for 
luncheon,” she said quietly. “I wish to 


study the role of Clairmonde.” She left 
them, her chin upraised as usual, her 
eyes inscrutable, Van smiled somewhat 
grimly. 


CHAPTER IX. 


It was not until the third day out that 
Danae learned Van's identity. Piqued 
at the situation in which she found her- 
self through Doug’s return to Paris, 
she had chosen to seclude herself in her 
suite, refusing all his ingenious strata- 
gems for coaxing her out. It was Hara 
Beb who brought her a bit of gossip 
from the steward, as she lay back on the 
couch by the window, the score of 
“Clairmonde” open beside her. 
renier, the steward, he is from 
Marseilles. He says mademoiselle is the 
most beautiful woman he has ever seen.” 
‘ice of him, isn’t i Danae said 
lazily. “He wants a double tip, Hara." 
“He make plenty tip from made- 
moiselle.” Hara Beb showed her white, 
even teeth amusedly. “Monsienr Val- 
ée give him gold piece every day, make 
sure you get extra service.” 
Monsieur Vallée! What do you 
mean, Hara Beb?” Danae glanced up 
from her book quickly. “He is not on 
board.” 


“Not Monsieur Douglas, ‘Nother one. 
Prince of Arabia.” Her narrow, sloe- 
black eyes held their own enjoyment of 
the surprise 

“How do you know his name i 
Kee?” asked Danae musingly. 
play any tricks with me, Hara Bel 

“Me no play missee tricks, Grenier 
call him always Monsieur Vallée. Her- 
nandez, too, I hear him call him Mon- 
sieur Vallée.” 

Danae rose from the couch slowly. 
She would dress and go out on deck, 
she said. She chose a short trottear 
coat of caracal and close hat pulled low 
over her blond hair, It was sheer busi+ 
ness finesse with her now. At the mo- 
ment she felt an inward rage against this 
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man who had stepped into her life and 
changed its whole tenor. 

Once on deck she sent an under 
steward after Hernandez and questioned 
him peremptorily about Vallée. ~The 
producer was amazed that she had not 
known him, 

“My dear child, he is world famous, 
one of the very richest men we have 
‘over here. I thought you knew—” 

“I knew nothing about him,” she cut 
in curtly, “I met him at the Jugend 
Bal, found him here an hour before we 
met you.” 

As Hernandez talked, her own mind 
wove interpretations of Van's conduct 
toward herself back and forth con- 
neciedly. There had been jealousy be- 
tween the two brothers. Van's appear- 
ance at the Jugend, his cutting in on 
Doug—it was clear to her now. Doubt- 
less, too, it had heen Van who had per- 
suaded Doug to leave Paris, intending 
to return later on himself, and see her 
again. 

In the distance she caught @ passing 
glimpse of Van, sauntering along the 
deck, his gray cap pulled low over long- 
lashed, equivocal eyes, his figure con- 
spicuous and distinctive among other 
men. She closed her eyes in one hushed 
moment of self-revelation. She had 
never loved Doug, never even guessed 
what love meant, never responded for a 
single instant to his attentions, whereas 
the other man had held her interest from 
that first dance together, even while she 
had suspected her own response and 
fought against it. 

Regretfully, now, she thought of the 
boy who had loved her so completely. 
If she herself had been wiser, if she had 
known what love meant, she told herself, 
she would never have permitted him to 
dream of fulfillment. Leaving Hernan- 
dez, she had returned to her own suite, 
sent Hara Beb away, luxuriated in soli- 
tude, in seeking her own image in the 
Jong mirror and finding a new Danae 
there. The ring he had given her took 
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on a deliciously disturbing meaning now 
She pressed it to her lips. 

What had he told her? “ ‘Fire of 
Life,’ which is Love.” Every word he 
had spoken to her took on a new mean- 
ing. He had known she was drifting 
into a loveless marriage with his brother, 
or had he even suspected it, after all? 
She had never told Doug in so many 
words that she would be his wife. [i 
was merely that out of all her admirers 
she had accepted his gifts and attentions 
and had not, therefore, denied their en- 
gagement. 

So paltry and impossible it seemed 
to her now. Doug, with his boyis! 
mature adoration, his moods and whims. 
Eagerly she made excuses for herself, 
lying on the couch, her cheek pressed 
to the ring. Life had been bitter to her. 
She had asked no quarter from it after 
that one night on the Pont Neuf. So 
much for so much. She would pay for 
all she received and ask no favors of 
gods or men. It seemed absurd to her 
now, the retaliation of a hurt child 
against forces it could not control. Even 
Gonzalo, she told herself, had helped 
and taught her in his own way. She had 
been wrong, utterly wrong, to imagine 
the failure of the act without her. Poor 
Tittle Ninon! 

Compassion and understanding flowed 
into her whole being in the new light of 
love. Yet when she met Van the fol. 
lowing morning she gave no hint of hav- 
ing discovered his identity. 

“Well?” His voice challenged her at- 
tention as he approached the chair she 
had taken. “Good morning. T had be- 
gun to think you only wakened at night 
Tike your japonicas.” 

“I have been studying.” She avoided 
his glance. “Do you like Hernandez?” 
“Detest him.” He took the chair be- 
ide her contentedly. “You waste your 
time. You will never appear in his 
opera. Read the stars. I have told you, 
and you will not believe me.” He 
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quoted slowly, under his breath, lazily 
watching the far horizon: 

“Escape me? Never. 

While you are you, and I am 1.” 

“And T do not even know your name,” 
she countered. 

The sheer happiness of being near him 
again beat down her last defenses. She 
felt herself drifting, her life swayed, 
as he had said, by some unseen, immut- 
able forces. 

“So much the more intriguing. I 
wish T might choose one warranted to 
satisfy your expectancy.” She missed 
the edge of irony in his tone, 

“Why are you so sure of yourself? 
it antagonizes me.” 

‘No, it does not,” he contradicted. 
It relieves you of all responsibility. 
You have always been your own pilot. 
Now, you have me. It is very simple. 
What has it meant to you to be Danae, 
the White Moth? Infinite ennui.” 1 cat 
not imagine any existence more futile 
than to be enamored of the flame which 
consumes you. You have gazed upon 
your public, and secretly despised it. 
The only reason why you permitted 
‘ourself to appear in anything like a 
‘olies production was the chance that 
you might be seen by me! And you 
gauged the possi to a nicety. 1 
came to the Folies, saw you, and, my 
dear, if it is any satisfaction to you, 
after that I would put a ring through 
the nose of little Sirius, if you hap- 
pened to fancy him for a pet. I would 
liquidate sufficient of my holdings to 
permit your royal sweetness to bathe in 
gold daily, like whimsical old Midas. 
Do you miss the worship of Paris? 
We'll pick up a dream isle somewhere 
in the South Seas, and you may have the 
thrill of real worship as a sun goddess 
in a heathen temple. Believe me, I can 
set any stage you fancy, and I can keep 
Pace with any extravagance you may 
think you can cost me.” 

Something in his words and man- 
ner arrested her attention. He offered 


‘her merely material riches and amuse- 
ments that extreme wealth might pro- 
cure for her, when what her soul was 
crying aloud for now was only love. 
For the first time it struck her unpleas- 
antly that he gave her little credit for 
either heart or intelligence in the toys 
he tempted her with. 

“And what then?’ she asked. His 
eyes mocked at her mood of unusual 
pensiveness. 

“Always the perpetual adoration of 
your prince, Enough ?” 

“Adoration? Do you think that the 
end of every woman’s desire? Adora- 
tion and amusement?” 

"No, not every woman's,” he said 
quietly. “But yours, Danae, yes. It is 
daily sustenance to you, You are the 
eternal manifestation of beauty, na- 
ture’s most perfect product. Through- 
out the ages all the world has paid 
tribute to you in wealth and heart's 
blood. You are not merely yourself. 
You are the result of centuries. The 
sin, they say, is composed of infinite 
dlectrons, ever changing, ever casting 
off. So Life at intervals throws forth 
a perfect atom, made up of like atoms 
that have slipped out of matter and come 
into world life again in a new manifes- 
tation. You are the Beloved Woman, 
my dear, the world’s desire, and all that 
sort of thing.” 

“Oh, but Ido hate you!” She turned 
and met his amused eyes, with hot re- 
sentment in her own. 

“No, you do not. You hate truth, and 
I like to speak it to you instead of the 
adoration chatter you are fed up with. 
You may hate me many times, Danae, 
but you'll never be bored again. I 
promise you new interests unceasingly. 
That look of uttter ennui has already 
left your face.” 

She laughed, relaxing under his teas- 
ing. It was deliciously restful to lie 
back in the steamer chair, the limitless 
expanse of sea and sky before her eyes, 
and Van’s presence beside her, to feel 
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that she was drifting on without any 
effort of her own, through a channel of 
safety that led to the port of happiness. 

“Hernandez promises a premiére in 


six weeks, It is a wonderful rdle, 
Clairmonde. Do you know Gauttier’s 
story?” 


Van leaned toward her with his most 
infallible air of appeal. 

“Tam not interested. 1 have already 
told you my opinion concerning your 
future, Mademoiselle Danae. We shall 
be married as soon as we reach New 
York.” 

‘You are very sure of yourself,” she 
replied, her head turned from him to 
watch the distant sails of a passing 
trading schooner, “Very casual and 
confident in your way of winning a wife. 
What if I tell you that 1 know who 
you are?” 

ly dear lady of the moon,” returned 
Van, taking the occasion decisively, 
what if you do know? I could not re- 
main nameless forever at your pleas- 
ure,” 

Her eyes met his suddenly in appeal. 

am thinking of Doug—” 
‘You will be doing Doug the greatest 
service of his life if you will ignore and 
forget him,” he answered curtly. “He 
imagines himself in love with 
do not love him. Life has buffeted you 
hard, and temporarily you see in his 
wealth solace for all your past hard- 
ships. [assure yott he would not hold 
your undivided interest for a week. Nor 
has he the means to gratify your— 
i He smiled down at her quiz~ 


. “L have been quite fair with 
. Thave told him I met you at the 
Jugend—" 

“That was why he did not try to see 
me before he left Paris?” she asked sud- 
denly. 

“No, not at all. He asserted his in- 
dependence, and asstired me he would 
stay and do as he liked. It happens he is 
engaged to a very charming girl in 
America. In honor, he was bound to 


return. I have never met any one ex- 
actly like you, Danae, and from the 
‘moment I saw you I had no intention of 
permitting you to marry my brother.” 

eyes held a peculiar, intent pur- 
se that attracted and thrilled her by 
its novelty. 

“Believe me, my dear, you will be hap- 
pier with me. All your wishes will be 
fulfilled. You witi command all the 
wealth you may fancy. You may play 
the social game to the limit or travel 
where the red gous call 

“But you'—she hesitated, avoiding 
his eyes, betrayal in her own, the wistful 
note again in her voice—“you never say 
you love me, Van. 

“Well, then” ‘They were alone 
in the sheltered corner he had selected 
for their chairs, He bent over her to 
iss her, but she drew away quickly. 
Surely you know that without words 
You are infinitely desirable, Danae, 
supremely beautiful, lovely, elusive.” 

She frowned. 

“II am half afraid of you. You 
seem to have such a wrong conception 
of the real me, always as if I were the 
Moth, spectacular, showy. I hate it!” 
she almost sobbed. “Why do you speak 
to me in that way?” 

“Because you are the Moth,” he re- 
plied calmly. “A very perfect, beautiful 
moth, pledged to the flame of success, 
A woman's conception of sitecess varies 
with her own nature and personality, 
To you, it constitutes wealth and un- 
ceasing admiration, 1 do not idealize 
you, you see, but [ am willing to admit 
I want you.” 

“Supposing 1 sign a contract with 
Hernandez?” 

“You will not. We have two more 
days at sea. Can you look at me. 
Danae, and tell me truthfully that I 
mean nothing to you? Look up at me.” 

“No.” Her voice was low. 

“Two days more,” he resumed. 
“We'll be married as soon as we reach 
New York. And you may rebel and 
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argue and fight against it as you please, 
but in your heart you know it will surely 
happen, and that you want it to hap- 


n. 
Wavraere never tender, always abrupt 
and masterful.” 

“I am not tender,” he agreed. “I 
shall probably be brutally frank with 
you many times, my dear girl, but I 
swear to you I will give you all you 
demand of life.” 

Again, as she listened, Danae felt the 
undercurrent of hidden meaning behind 
his words, the disturbing, mysterious 
factor that warned her to hesitate. But 
the mere nearness of him, the sound of 
his voice, affected her like some subtle 
drug. She felt dreamy and indifferent. 
Van, watching her, smiled to himself. 
In spite of all her cultivated armor of in- 
difference, she was slipping under the 
spell of his love-making like any other 
woman he had ever attempted: to win. 
Given two more days at sea together, 
and he knew he had opportunity 
whipped to heel. a 


CHAPTER X. 


The remainder of the voyage elapsed 
all too soon for Danae’s new mood to 
develop its fullest possibilities. Between 
Hernandez’s importunities and objec- 
tions and Van's cool determination to 
break down her scruples against a hur- 
ried wedding, she found herself follow- 
ing the urge of her deep love for Van. 
It was what she herself most wished to 
do. Before they entered the Narrows, 
she had yielded to Van's insistent de- 
mand, They were to be married as soon 
as they reached New York. 

And Van, determined though he was 
to resist the love that had sprung up in 
his heart during the days of close com- 
panionship on board ship, days in which 
he felt that this charming, tender girl, 
could not but be the real Danae, almost 
doubted his own estimate of her charac- 
ter, so dear had she become, so des- 


perate his need of her. Yet, remember- 
ing Doug, he silenced the call of his 
heart, told himself that, difficult as the 
role he had voluntarily accepted might 
Prove for himself, he must keep to it, 
nevertheless. He must win Danae, but 
she must not realize his growing love for 
her, his reluctant yielding to her fas- 
ination, 

His method of wooing irritated and 
yet intrigued her with its novelty, after 
the lavish attention and devotion she had 
been accustomed to. There never was 
the least abandon in his manner toward 
her, never for an instant a hint of his 
losing the grip on himself. But only 
Van knew the effort that this cost him. 
She had resented his coolness, refusing 
him even the casual caresses he seemed 
to think were expected from him in his 
role of lover. Over and over she 
regretted accepting him, sensing some- 
thing nameless between them, something 
back of the desire to make her his wife. 

She had studied men ever since the _ 
night on the Pont Neuf, their passions 
and weaknesses. But none of her con- 
clusions fitted the man who intended 
ing her. She grew oddly re- 
strained and silent with him, speculat- 
ing, puzzling to herself over his nature. 
His demand for an immediate marriage 
surely proved his longing to sweep aside 
any chance of losing her, she told her- 
self again and again. And, believing 
this finally, she found herself slipping 
into moods of exquisite happiness. He 
believed her to be ambitious and cold. 
Would he not discover a new Danae 
after they were married. She felt that 
she herself had only known what love 
meant since that night at the Jugend 
Bal Masqué. 

Often now, before her mirror in the 
stateroom, she would stand with uplifted 
arms clasped behind her head, studying 
her own face with a new contentment. 
Never had she gloried so in her beauty 
as now. She would prove to Van in the 
days of love and companionship to 
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come the full verity of her love for him, 
Strangely, in these last days, all thought 
of his wealth had left her. She knew 
now that she could be his wife even if 
he were not Van Vallée, with millions 
back of him. 

With Van, the affair had be 
come more complicated. He realized 
that as soon as Doug discovered that 
Danae had left Paris and sailed on the 
Samarcand he would catch the next boat 
himself. Even if she signed up with 
Hernandez, Doug would throw his en- 
gagement with Gwen to the high winds 
of heaven, in order to win Danae. The 
thing was vividly clear to him. The 
announcement of Doug's coming mar- 
riage to Gwen was already out. It 
meant everything at this time to place 
‘between him and this girl of che Folies 
‘an irrevocable barrier, something he 
could not brush aside on his arrival. 

‘As to Danae herself, he looked upon 
her with a cultivated cynicism, stecling 
himself against her charm and growing 
attraction for him. He told himself she 
had been aware all along of his own 
identity, had been glad of the oppor- 
tunity to win the better prize. Even if 
she had not learned of Gwen, and the 
marriage ahead, if her love and good 

“faith had meant everything to the boy 
back in Paris, she would have jilted him 
without a second thought, in order to 
marry his elder brother and double the 
value of her gaining. And, even while 
he loved her, he found his affection for 
his brother, his insistence on fair play 
making her out to be only mercenary. 

Even the new mood which Danae 
showed during the last few days at sea 
left him skeptical. She was a clever ac- 
tress, he told himself, skilled in every 
point of the game. She knew he did not 
like sophisticated types, therefore she 
would be the ingénue, dreamy, inno- 
cently repelling any advances he made. 
When he caught himself 
with a strange, new longing to seize her 
close in his arms, to crush her, hurt her, 
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force her to face truth, to change her 
whole nature, he could have laughed at 
the idiotic folly of it. Nature's trap, 
he called it, for the unwary male. 

Delayed down the bay by health 
officers, on their arrival, Van had wire- 
lessed ahead for his own private launch 
to take them off the steamer. Official 
tape seemed to unwind like magic at the 
mere sound of his name, Danae discov- 
ered. Shoulder to shoulder they watched 
the morning mist lift from Manhattan's 
sky line, the distant vista of East River 
bridges ‘overlapping one another like 
foothills in the gray haze. 

“Like it?” he asked lazily. 
ter when the sunlight hits it. Hernan- 
dez wanted to a: us over the next 
few emotional hours, but I told him his 
good offices were not needed. He'll 
never control his tongue when the news- 
paper men get hold of him. You had 
better go up to some quiet hotel and 
have breakfast ; register under another 
name, if you like. Have you any rela- 
tives or friends here whom you want 

th you?” 

“No one at all,” she replied slowly. 
“I haven't a soul in the world who 
would care whether I was going to be 
married or jump into the river this in- 
stant. My people are all dead.” 

He glanced at her quickly, but there 
was no trace of emotion on her face or 
in her manner, he noticed with relief. 

“Then we will be married. this after- 
noon. Would you like to go straight up 
to my town apartment afterward, or is 
that too quiet? No spotlight!” 

“Don’t be abrupt with me, Van.” She 
turned her head to look at him resent- 
fully. “Iam trying hard to take you 
for granted, but I can't produce all the 
glamour and necessary atmosphere my- 
self, you know. If you discourage me 
too much, even at this late hour, I may 
escape.” 

He regarded her with quick scrutiny, 
and laughed, 

“T believe you would, at that. 
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“It's bet- 
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we'll get over the necessary details as 
soon as possible, It’s too early for even 
the press to suspect us of serious in- 
tentions. We'll make the City Hall first 
on our way uptown.” 

She shuddered at his tone and words. 

“Marriage is barbarous, isn’t it? I 
hate it, It should be a contract between 
two persons kneeling alone beneath the 
moon, somewhere in the wilderness.” 

“You know, you've got a wild, senti- 
mental vein in you, Danae,” he said. 
“T assure you there are some extremely 
pleasant moments ahead of you, prac- 
tically pleasant, I mean, I shall take no 
advantage of your softened mood, my 
dear. From ‘the City Hall we'll go 
directly to my lawyers and frame up an 
unbreakable document insuring your 
future security and welfare.” 

She closed her eyes with a little stab 
of pain at the steel edge to his words. 
Always, he made her feel that his ar- 
rangements for her future took on the 
nature of business negotiations, She 
felt strongly the urge to stop the whole 
affair now, before it was too late, to wait 
and compel him to show more tender- 
ness, more real consideration, more out- 
spoken love for her. 

Yet she found herself yielding be- 
cause of her conquering love for him, 
going through the formalities of secur- 
ing the license at théCity Hall, the brief 
interview later at his lawyers, where he 
outlined what he wished done in the 
matter of settlements. They lunched 
together at the Ambassador, Several 
cards were brought to him, but Van 
scrawled across them his postponement 
of any interviews. Arranging it with 
the deferential maitre d’hétel, they 
made a safe and speedy exit from a side 
entrance, caught a taxi, and went up- 
town to Ifis apartment on Park Avenue. 

The actual ma ceremony always 
remained a blur in her memory. By 
telephoning for an appointment, Van 
had hurried all preliminaries, cut out all 
superfluous ceremony. Dressed in black 


31 


and white crépe silk, heavy, clinging, 
lustrous, her eyes wide and sad with 
some unknown apprehension which op- 
pressed her, Danae had stood in the 
darkened chapel of the deserted church, 
and listened to the few words that made 
her Vandergrift Vallée’s wife. Once 
her eyes sought his as he stood beside 
her, and caught upon his face an ex- 
pression of peculiar, sardonic intent, 
which made her fear again some hidden 
menace that she sensed. Yet when it 
was over he had drawn her to him 
quickly, kissed her, smiled with a 
strange triumph in his eyes. 

“The ultimate moment,” he said. 
“Mutual congratulations. Rather neatly 
put over, wasn't it? Any particular 
place you fancy for dining?” 

She stared back at him from beneath 
secretive, veiling lashes. Her own heart 
beat fast with the excitement of the 
moment. And he could speak calmly 
of a place to dine! The small, lofty 
chapel, rich in its Byzantine coloring, 
seemed like a shrine to her, a holy spot 
she would always remember with up- 
lifted thankfulness, Already there had 
come over her a great relief at being 
home again in her own land, of hearing 
about her her own tongue spoken. 
There was a surety, a clarity about life 
all at once, a loosening of nerve tension, 
a slipping out of all old complexes. 

All the way up the Avenue in the late 
afternoon crowd she was silent, a little 
half smile lingering on her lips. Once 
Van leaned forward eagerly, stared at a 
closed car halted near their own at the 
jammed crossing during a traffic stop. 
Within, she caught a glimpse of a 
slender girl, of smooth, dark hair, dark 
eyes of haunting wistfulness, a little 
cleft, pointed chin, altogether appealing 
and ‘arresting. When they moved on 
Van's face was a study in control, his 
arms folded, his eyes watching the :on- 
verging lines of lights ahead of them 
with strained intentness. 

Tt was on her lips to ask about the 


girl, but some intuitive, restraining im- 
pulse held her back. Better that he 
should not know she had noticed the 
effect of the recognition on him. Some 
‘one whom he had known before he left 
for Europe, she thought, a girl of his 
‘own kind. She felt isolated by that long, 
intimate look he had given her, shut 
out from the vast area of his past con- 
sciousness, where this girl and others 
like her had the right of way. 

‘A sense of fear and indignation swept 
over her. After all, she told herself 
fiercely, she was to him only Danae, 
favorite of Paris, Her place awaited 
her there. Tothnes would double her 
salary to get her back. Why had she 
ever permitted herself to be drawn into 
a marriage with a man who treated her 
aloofly, even while he hac married her, 
in spite of her own fervent declaration 
of love for him. She reached his apart- 
ment, moody, on the defensive, restive 
and dangerous as a newly captured 
young puma finding itself tethered to a 
ground stake, 

Tt was a large suite in one of the 
recently erected duplex apartment 
houses on upper Park Avenue. Japanese 
servants appeared silently, smiling, ob- 
sequious, efficient. There were sixteen 
rooms, Van told her lazily, occupying 
the two top floors, with a Japanese roof 
garden above. The Vallée estate owned 
the property. 

He picked up the pile of evening 
papers and mail from the Florentine 
console in the long reception hall, and 
strolled away from her. Danae stood 
for an instant, her chin uplifted, gazing 
after him. Reticence and absorption 
might be carried too far in a bride- 
groom, she thought, on one’s wedding 
night. She passed down the pearl- 
toned hall to her own suite. Here she 
found Hara Beb and Kali Beb awaiting 
her coming with subdued awe and de- 
light. They fluttered about her with 
eager ministrations, The rooms had 
been decorated with white flowers. the 
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air was heavy with the fragrance of 
jasmine and rose. Two small candles 
burned before an open window, the 
night wind swaying the flickering light. 

“What are they for?” she asked mus- 
ingly, as she paused before them. 

“Missie find much happiness, lights 
stay, Missie no choose right man, 
lights go out,” said Kali Beb simply. 
“Flim stay all right, me think.” 

“That's nice of you both.” She let 
aer gown slip from her shoulders tiredly, 
stretched her arms high, and sighed. 
Her wedding night. She had never be- 
fore asked for love in her bargaining 
with Fate, Fortune, Chance, whichever 
of the lesser gods attended on human 
desires. Now she found herself athrill 
with expectation and hope, with a splen- 
did unrest, with nothing left in life 
worth having but Van's whole-hearted 
love. 

Alter dinner they lingered on the roof 
garden above the apartment, Van had 
ordered the meal served up there, very 
intime, he told her, instead of going out 
to dine. The little Japanese house set 
among its exquisite garden paths, tiny 
bridges and unexpected pools, stone 
lanterns ashine with yellow light, others 
of orange silk that seemed so fragile, 
like bubbles afloat in the perfumed air, 
detained by the igterlacing vines and 
foliage. In winter the entire garden was 
inclosed in glass, its air warm and 
fragrant. They walked together along 
its paths, in a silence pregnant with in- 
tent. 

She stopped once before a little grotto 
shrine, kneeling to see the golden Bud- 
dha within, Incense was burning be- 
fore the ever-smiling face. 

“T've always liked the Buddhist phil- 
osophy of life,” she said slowly. “It is 
80 picturesque, so tolerant.” 

He laughed. 

“Yes, you would see that side of it, 
yellow silk rustling on its priests’ bare 
heels, lifted lotus blooms, dancing girls 
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in temple light, that sort of thing. The 
spectacular reigns with you, Danae.” 

“ut I do not mean that.” She looked 
up at him, her brows contracted in a 
little puzzled frown, 
his wooing of Yasodhara. 
this, Van, the setting of their love the 
{ night. He took her away to a 
agical pavilion set in the heart of the 
jungle. Native musicians played softly 
all night long, and he told her of their 
previous existence, how she had been a 
young tigress, and he her mate.” 

“Very good background.” Van 
flecked a long ash from his cigarette, 
the edge on his tone, his teeth set. “You 
know I have never met a cleverer ac- 
tress than you, Danae. You are subtle 
as the devil 

“What do you mean?” 

“Why, I mean this, you're trying your 
best to-night to give me my money's 
worth. You're even trying to be myse 
tically romantic and bridelike for my 
henefit.” 

“Van, don’t!”- She rose suddenly, her 
arms about his neck, “Don’t say such 
things to me to-night, dear. Can't you 
see——” She pressed her cheek close 
to his, her eyes closing. “I love you, 
Van.” 

He stood a moment irresolute, feeling 
a responsive thrill to the magnetism of 
her. Then the face of Gwen, clean-cut, 
virginal, with eyes that always seemed 
to demand of a man all that was best 
and noblest in him. He caught her 
wrists, removing her arms from his 
neck. 

“T want to talk with you, Danae,” he 
said curtly. “I told you once I could 
be brutal. T've got to be now, but you 
won't grieve over it. You'll only hate 
me for etttting in on your game and 
spoiling it.” 

She drew back from him, silent, wait- 
ing, her eyes never wavering from his 
fa 


“Doug's the nearest being on earth to 
me." he went on. “I’d hand him my 
3—Ains, 


life any time he needed it, but 1 wouldn't 
let him have you. Now, wait, before 

I never wanted you for my- 
self. But I had to see that he came 
back right side up with care. He's to 
‘be married next month.” 

The lines of Danae’s exquisite a 
compressed and hardened. 
leaped into her eyes, too, scom atte bit- 
terness toward him, but she remained 
silent, waiting to hear him through. 

“He is to marty Gwen Dallas, a girl 
he thas known all his life. You see, the 
thing simply couldn't happen so far as 
he was concerned. With myself, it was 
entirely different. I satisfred myself the 
night of the Jugend that you were not 
really in love with Doug. You re- 
sponded to me too quickly. You had 
merely picked him out as your best 
monial bet, and he was more than 
willing. You never loved him. You 
played for wealth and position. Well, 
T’ve given you both. I think'T’ve played 
as fair with you as you were doing with 
Doug. The paper I signed this morning 
gives you an income of a hundred thou- 
sand a year. If you want more any 
time, telephone Hayden and he'll fix it 
up for you. Tf there's anything you 
want and haven't got, let me know. I 
want you to feel satisfied.” 

He waited for ther to reply, leaning 
quietly back against the stone lantern, 
smoking leisurely, courteous, controlled, 
unconcerned, it seemed to her. 

The tears came through her tong 
lashes, glittered, fell. Her nails cut into 
her delicate palms as she clenched her 
hands, still silent, 

“You can see the jam Doug was in, 
can’t you?” he continued. “And, of 
course, there on the boat, when I saw 
you and realized that you were de- 
liberately following him up, that it was 
only by the barest chance you tad 
missed him, 1 took the other 
cinching the thing, so you couldn't mS 
him when he returned on the first 
steamer he could make. It’s been a 
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great game, iny dear. You're a bully 
fighter, but I think we'll stop here.” 

A great, heartbreaking wave of emo- 
tion overcame her pride. She stretched 
‘out her arms to him beseechingly. 

“Van, you're wrong, you're terribly 
wrong. I love you! Can't you see I 
do?" 

‘With an effort he laughed, a bitter, 
cynical laugh, 

“That's not in the bargain, not even 
for you. I haven't the slightest desire 
to rival El Volcano.’ It is better for us 
to understand each other to the limit to- 
night.” 

“You know it isn’t true—about El 
Volcano!” The words were forced 
from her. 

“But—why not? 
you famous? 


Did he not make 
I consider it only fair 


iota 
“Fair play? What do you know about 
fair play?" She spoke brokenly, the 


sobs rising in her throat. “But don’t 
worry. I'll go through with it, I'll ac- 
cept your terms, but on no truce condi- 
tions. I consider myself absolutely free 
to live as I like.” 

‘ith certain limitations,” he 
amended. “There must be no public 
scandal over this, and you will act the 
part of my wife. You'll keep yourself 
above suspicion, Beyond that, I won’t 
trouble you. I’m leaving for South 
America to look after a jam in our min- 
ing interests down there. If you care to 
come as far as Havana, I have friends 
there, the Brainerds, who will look after 
you. This will relieve us both of the 
embarrassment of attending Doug’s 
wedding.” 

“What did you say his fiancée’s name 
is?” 

“Gwen Nallas.” He spoke it with 
difficulty, then continued quickly : “Doug 
will cut up when he discovers you have 
married me, Probably he'll guess why. 
But he'll thank me for it when he wakes 


ip.’ 
Danae looked away from him, her 
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tears checked, her nerves again ander 
control. 

“We'll return to New York this win- 
ter?” she asked, 

“Yes. In February, Does that sat- 
isfy you?” His eyes betrayed a hint 
of weariness all at once. 

“Perfectly.” Her smile was as im- 
personal as his tone. “Good night, Van. 
You needn’t be one bit afraid. I've al- 
ways prided myself on my sporting in- 
stinct.” 

He took her outstretched hand in his, 
relieved, yet still on guard against her. 

“Good night, my dear. You take it 
damned neatly, better than I expected.” 
He turned away a moment to recover his 
cigarette case from the ledge of the 
stone lantern where he had laid it. “I’ve 
had to be all kinds of a cad and a brute 
to swing this thing, but you'll find the 
situation holds many compensations for 
you.” 

He spoke to the air, he discovered. 
Danae had slipped away down the cir- 
cular staircase to her own suite. Here 
she knelt by the open window, sleepless, 
dry-eyed, the two candles burning low 
to their sockets beside her. 


CHAPTER XI. 


After two months in Havana Danae 
received word from Van that he could 
not finish up the work he had come 
down on before the first of March. He 
had caught an attack of fever which had 
set him back several weeks. He wrote 
to her as he might have written to a man 
friend, 


‘The official with whom we have been ne- 
gotiating was shot dead in his, favorite café 
by the opposing faction a weék ago, This 
necessitates the opening up of fresh nego- 
ttiations with the latest ruling faction. I can't 
‘trust it to any one but myself. Glad you're 
enjoying yourself. You'd better go North 
with the Brainerds instead of waiting for 
me. Cecily’s a good scout. You'll need her 
kindly offices when you jimmy your way into 
the sacred circles. My aunt Roxane, Mrs. 
Joseph Delancy, will look in on you and do 
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her duty by the new member of the family. 
You'll probably like her. I wish you might 
go to her place at Asheville, but understand 
she has given it to Doug and his wife for 
the winter. 

He hedged her about with a safety 
zone, Danae thought resentfully. Yet 
she followed his advice, returned North 
with Cecily Brainerd and her silent, 
bald young husband, and responded to 
the first advances made by Roxane De- 
lancy, She was a little, graceful, ener- 
getic woman, highly organized like Van, 
tense, youthful in spite of her fifty-odd 
years. The day she called at the 
apartment Danae had received ‘her in a 
house gown of black, trailing lengths of 
jewel-bordered chiffons bordered in 
monkey fur, her hair dressed close to 
her shapely head in winding plaits, her 
eyes brilliant with suppressed unrest. 

“Beautiful! Superb!” Mrs. Delancy 
eyed her from head to foot with com- 
plete satisfaction. “I knew that Van 
adored beauty, but I never dreamed he 
could find any woman like you. Aren't 
you bored to death up here alone? 
Where's the bridegroom?" 

“Detained. Political troubles, he 
wrote. He would not let me stay any 
longer. It was too dangerous. He 
will be home in March.” Danae's color 
slightly at the elder woman’s 

She had been starved for com- 
panionship and appreciation ever since 
she left France, Now, over the tea 
table, Mrs, Delaney gave her all the 
news she longed to hear, without sus- 
pecting her interest in Doug’s marriage. 

“Yes, you must put up with Joe and 
myself for a while. I simply cannot 
allow you to hide yourself up here 
alone. Doug and his new wife are 
back from Palm Beach, and opening 
their gorgeous place, Lantern Hill, down 
on Long Island, It’s early, but bridal 
couples go to extremes, you know. We 
are going down there for a house- 
warming party soon. You'll like Doug. 
He's not at all like Van, The Valiées 


are a restrained, erratic lot, lovable, but 
trying, my dear, very trying. Doug's 
like my side of the family—Maryland 
Calverts. I shall carry you home with us 
for dinner to-night; nothing formal, just 
the family. 1 want you to meet Gwen.” 

Danae smiled back at her. She did 
not even have to lay out her own cam- 
paign, she thought. Everything was de- 
veloping exactly as she had hoped when 
she had come North without Van. She 
wondered what he would have said if 
he could have known she was to meet 
Doug and his bride that night. 

She dressed. deliberate care, 
playing up every point of unusual beauty 
which she possessed. Over a gown of 
black velvet, cut with extreme simplic- 
ity, she wore a Spanish shawl, brilliantly 
embroidered in topaz, peacock blues, 
jade greens shot with rose, like a tropical 
sunset over a still, translucent lagoon. 
Long, pendant earrings which she had 
found in Havana dropped to her slim, 
white shoulders—filigree balls of gold, 
studded with garnets and emeralds, 
fringed with gold tassels. A long, flat 
necklace of oblong emeralds, set deeply 
in dull, hand-beaten gold, lay against her 
ie breast. She avoided the obvious, 
Parisian effect in cosmetics. 

It was a moment that held a thrill of 
drama to her. She was to meet Doug's 
wife, the girl for whom he had had to 
be guarded and saved. Now, she, 
Danae, was Mrs. Vandergrift Vallée, 
wife of the head of the family, con- 
trolling many times the wealth of Doug. 

Also, and this occurred to her as she 
surveyed herself in the long mirror be- 
fore leaving, no one but Van himself 
knew the conditions of their marriage. 
Tt would be interesting to act the part 
of the beloved wife, the adored, cher- 
ished bride of Van, before Doug ané 
this girl whose name Van could not even 
speak without a curious little sugges- 
tion of sacredness. It amused her im- 
mensely, this assumption of all she had 
missed. She would act to perfection her 
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rile, conveying the impression of the 
most sublime love between them. 

‘The Delancy residence was on upper 
Fifth Avenue, facing the Park, its for- 
mal garden surrounded on three sides 
by the low, two-storied house, built like 
a French petit trianon, an intervening 
hedge between it and the avenue of 
severe young cedars, like a marching 
brotherhood of postulants. Danae 
found herself greeted informally by the 
family when Roxane led her into the 
center of the great library whose keynote 
was a huge stone fireplace of thirteenth- 
century design, peaked into an over- 
hanging roof of chiseled stone. 

“Danae, this is your Uncle Joc, Kiss 
her, Joseph. I know you're dying to. 
Doug, come here. Gwen, dear, I want 
you two girls to like each’ other.” 

Danae turned from Delancy's wel- 
coming caress to kiss the cool, proffered 
lips of Doug's bride. A little too eager 
in her response, she thought, too anxious 
to do the right thing with the person 
whom Van had chosen to marry. 

“Surely,” Gwen said, in her soft, hur- 
tied little way. “I am so glad to know 
you. Doug, dear—" 

With an effort Doug turned from the 
fireplace, his head suddenly uplifted, his 
boyish face striving for concealment of 
his thoughts as he looked once more on 
Danae, Almost she felt a throb of pity 
for him, for the helpless adoration of 
his eyes in the imploring glance he gave 
her. 

“Delighted,” he said a bit huskily. 
“How’s my dear brother?” 

“Not so well.” Her brows drew to- 
gether in the quick frown he remem- 
bered, as she relaxed into the Florentine 
chair Delancy moved forward for her 
to the fire. “I am very anxious about 
him. Things are so uncertain in those 
dynamic little countries. I wanted to go 
with him, but Van thought it would be 
too dangerous for me.” 

Doug’s jaws hardened at the touch of 
solicitude she managed to convey. 
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“He'll be all right,” Roxane assured 
her. “They wouldn't dare remove the 
source of supply, my dear, Doug, give 
Danae a cigarette.” 

Their fingers touched in the lighting. 
She smiled up at him, her eyes asking 
mute forgiveness, and Doug’s color 
heightened as he returned to the fire- 
place. 

“You're staying in town alone?" 
Gwen said. “Terribly lonely for you, 
isn’t it?” 

“She won't be lonely long,” Delancy 
hazarded thoughtfully. 

“1 want her to come with us to Lan- 
tern Hill, Gwen,” said Roxane. “You'll 
meet a lot of interesting people, Danae. 
Cecily Brainerd will be there. You 
know her already, and Jimmie. No rea- 
son at all, because you happen to be mar- 
ried and madly in love with your 
husband, why a woman like you should 
isolate yourself. Never mind the rest 
of the family! They're not keyed up 
to ideal romance, but some day I shall 
ask you to tell me the real story of how 
you and Van met and loved. It must 
have been a delirious adventure to have 
bowled Van over inside of a week.” 

“He was very"—Danae chose her 
words delicately—“impetuous.” 
were married in Paris, weren't 
you?” Gwen's dark eyes regarded her, 
now, with full attention. “I wondered 
s0 why Dong didn't come across with 
you.” 

“He missed the boat at the last mo- 
ment, didn’t you, Dong?" Danae met 
his wrathful eyes serenely, “No, we 
were not married in Paris, not until we 
reached New York.” 

“And you had only known him—a 
week, was it not?” 

“Ten days, to be exact. He was a 
most irresistible lover.” Danae’s voice 
was low with the suggestion of tender- 
ness. 

‘She found herself taken in to dinner 
by Doug, a restless, resentful Doug, 
waiting the moment when he could get 
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her by herself, away from the others. 
She devoted her attention to Delancey, 
listened to his stories with eager atten 
tiveness, coaxed Gwen into enthusiasm 
over her new place on Long Island, de- 
lighted Roxane by her poise and wit. 

“My dear girl, you're a delight,” her 
hostess said, when they rose from the 
table. “I want you to talk with poor 
Doug of Paris, He hasn't been himself 
since he left there, and Gwen hates it. 
‘They're frightfully fed up on each other 
after an eight weeks’ honeymoon. Be 
nice to him, He hasn’t Van's attractive- 
ness or mental background, but he’s a 
dear lad, and my favorite. The image 
of Charles Carroll of Carrollton, my 
great-great-great-grandfather.” 

Without effort or maneuvering, 
Danae found herself alone with Doug, 
back in the library, while the others 
passed along into the art gallery, copied 
after Madame de Montespan's reception 
salon at Versailles. 

“What the devil happened anyway, 
Danae?” he blurted out. “For Heaven’s 
sake, tell me! I went at once to find 
you—and the next I knew you and Van 
were married.” 

She thought quickly, hesitated, smiled 
up at him with wistful regret and com- 

ing compassion. 
Yan told me the truth. I mean about 
Doug: how she loved you, how 
you were to marry her at Christmas. I 
couldn't bear to take you away from 
her, and I realized then that we didn't 
really love each other. We were merely 
playing at it. And /—I was dazzled, I 
admit, by your wealth.” 

“Why did you have to marry Van?” 

She shrugged deprecating shoulders, 

“Because I’ realized in. spite of me 
that he was the man I'd been waiting 
for. Doug, I love him,” she said sim- 


ply. “I had had the offer from Her- 


nandez and was obliged to sail immedi- 
ately, 


I chose the Samarcand because 
‘ou were sailing on it. Instead 
1 found Van.” 
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“You mean you never intended cross- 
ing with Van?" he broke in eagerly. “I 
thought it was just a trick of his to get 
rid of me. He told me he had me licked, 
that you cared for him, that you'd only 
been playing with me, marking time 
until the bigger game showed up.”” 
“And you believed him.” She spoke 
quietly, pensively, making a rarely beau- 
tiful picture against the gold and gray 
of the walls as she looked up at him, 
“Danae!” He started toward her im- 
petuously. “I love you, do you hear 
me? I don’t care about any other 
damned thing in life but your love. you 
beautiful—” 
He stopped short as approaching 
voices warned them of the others 
“Doubtless, doubtless!” Roxane was 
saying laughingly. “But they are very 
decorative all the same. Danae, Joe 
insists my new table throw is a pair of 
Tibetan trousers sewn together, the em- 
broidery very rare, but trousers, neve 
theless. Embarrassing, isn’t it? 


All 
those dear little octagon-shaped mirrors 


and symbols, Joe always sees merely 
the obvious, while am on an eternal 
quest after the symbols of beauty.” 

“And always getting stung,” added 
Delancy mildly. “If it isn’t some secret 

e of grand old bunk, they sign you up 
for a foundation patroness. And that 
reminds me—how’s the fairy, 
thythmic cult coming Song?” 

“Well, I like the idea and the theory, 
but not Gonzalo's methods. Do. you, 
Gwen?” ‘ 

The name caught Danae’s wandering 
attention. She half tumed her head, 
fistening, shading her face with her 
plume fan, a single jade-green feather 
tipped in gold. 
ve only been to him once,” Gwen 
replied carelessly. “I thought him 
rather interesting. He's so impersonal 
and picturesque.” 

“Who is he?” asked Danae interest- 
edt dancer ?” 

“High priest of the new rhythmic 


cult in dancing,” Delancy put in. “One 
grand faker.” 

“Oh, no, Uncle Joe, he’s not!” Gwen 
protested eagerly. “It’s wonderful, the 
whole theory of harmony expressed in 
thythm and motion. Gonzalo claims it 
originated with the temple mysteries at 
Alexandria. 

“That's quite enough. My dear”"— 
turning to Danae—“the man’s a clever 
charlatan. He has taken a luxurious 
studio in the East Fifties, fitted it up 
with all the Oriental junk he can pile 
around, turned on shaded lights, and 
started up the incense, And he’s got 
a trail of society women after him a 
mile long already. Been here about six 
weeks,” 

“But, Joe, it's doing some good,” 
Roxane said serenely. “I don't like the 
fellow, but I went in there last Saturday 
and found poor, sweet old Paula Ws 
renton in clinging chiffons, expressing 
her secret yearnings for the beautiful as 
she chased a large, Chinese-blue balloon 
around the studio to the tune from ‘El 
Cid, that dance movement, you know. 
Pitiful, but she’s melting in harmony. 
He’s amazingly clever.” 

Danae’s brows were drawn together 
in their characteristic little frown, Doug 
had sauntered away from them, down to 
the far end of the narrow high-ceiled 
room, to smoke alone by the half- 
opened, mullioned windows overlooking 
the Park, 

“I think he’s sincere,” Gwen re- 
marked softly. “Have you had one of 
his announcements, Dana 

“Not yet. I probably shall soon,” re- 
turned Danae sweetly. “Are they un- 
usual?” 

“Beautiful, like everything he does. 
A card of dull, flat gold, with one ibis 
on a conventionalized lotus leaf. Then 
just his name, ‘Gonzalo Montez.’ And 
the words beneath, ‘Rhythmic Interpre- 

Dancing.’” 
“Good for man or beast,” added De- 
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ancy, 
Danae 

She smiled back at him. 

“[ hardly think so, Van would not 
like it at all.” 

Doug’ had turned around, his eyes 
seeking hers with brooding trouble in 
their depths, He, too, she thought, had 
heard and recognized Gonzalo’s name. 
And yet, on second thought, why shou! 
he? He had only known him by “E 
Volcano,” his professional name. It 
was not that, she thought, merely his 
own recklessness since meeting her 
again that night. 

Later, as she was leaving, in the dark- 
ened obscurity of the hall, she felt his 
arms suddenly tighten about her as he 
wrapped her cloak around her. No one 
saw him do it, or the look of compas- 
sion and regret in her eyes as she said 
good night. 

“And you'll go out with me to Lantern 
Hil on Saturday?" Roxane called. 
“Don't forget.” > 

“Pll not forget,” Danae promised, her 
lips curving into a smile of amused an- 
ticipation. Doug saw her down to her 
car, and leaned far into its interior, 
ing the fur robe about her. 

“Van will be back in March,” she said 
softly. 

“T hope he hits the bottom of the 
Caribbean before he ever holds you in 
his arms again,” Doug breathed de- 
voutly, between set teeth, as he stood 
back, watching the last vision of her 
face beyond the glass as the car drove 
‘on down the Avenue, 


re you going to fall for it, 


CHAPTER XII. 


During the intervening week be- 
tween the dinner and her visit to Lan- 
tern Hill, Doug called daily at the apart- 
ment to see her. He seemed more in 
love than ever, yet she managed to evade 
his advances by her consideration for 
Van and her apparent interest in Gwen. 

Instead of seeking to win him back, 
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she inflamed ‘his love by repelling him, 
by insisting there could be no revival of 
the old affair between them. She turned 
every dangerous drift in conversation to 
Gwen, her daintiness, her elusive charm, 
her unsophistication. 

“T understand now why it was that 
Van said Gwen’s happiness must be as~ 
sured above everything else,” she told 
him. “She is adorable, Doug.” 

“Then why couldn't Van have mar- 
ried her?” Doug retorted savagely. 

am afraid he had already made up 
his mind otherwise. He seems quite 
contented.” 

‘They were in her sun parlor, a glass- 
inclosed room at one end of the roof, 
with an arched roof like that of a 
mosque, whose stained glass sent radi- 
ating lances of prismatic light over them. 
‘The decorations and furniture might 
have come from a Hawaiian guest 
house. Great piles of grass mats lay 
scattered about. Tropical flowers were 
trained against the sides, clambering 
vines of bougainvillea, heavy with 
let bloom, rare orchids dependent 
in moss-inerusted baskets. In a sunken 
pool a pair of young alligators blinked 
expectantly among opening lotus buds. 

It was exotic and enervating the air 
heavy with strange perfumes, Danae, 
in a morning gown of white velvet bor- 
dered in monkey fur, seemed like the 
curiotts. inexplicable flowers of the 
jungle in her unusual, aloof beauty. 

“When do you expect him back?” 
asked Doug moodily. 

“In March.” She fed bits of ripe figs 
to the crimson-crested cockatoo that 
teased for food from its perch beside 
her. Her mind shifted from Doug, 
coasting to the one doubt that troubled 
her. El Volcano, she was positive, had 
followed her from Paris with the idea 
of revenge, after he had learned of her 
marriage, 

Tt had taken little ingenuity on her 
part to find out all she cared to know 
about his new venture. He had already 


established himself as the apostle of 
rhythmic interpret*tio, catering only to 
society’s most exclusive circles. She 
knew the Moth act had been a failure 
without her, that the Parisian public had 
turned against Gonzalo for his attack 
on her, Surely, she thought, he must 
know the risk he ran in locating here in 
New York. She had not preferred 
charges against him in France, but it 
would be comparatively easy to notify 
the police here of his identicy. She won- 
dered if he imagined she was afraid of 
his injuring her in her new position as 
Vallée’s wife. It would be quite pos- 
sible. He would probably threaten a 
full revival of the sensational publicity 
he had spread abroad, if she attempted 
to have him deported, 

At times she was half tempted to tel! 
Doug that the man whom his wife was 
taking lessons from was no other than 
El Voleano. And again she was checked 
by a@ queer, little, insidious satisfaction 
within her own consciousness. Gwen, 
exquisitely reared, protected, was, Van 
had boasted, the girl beyond temptation, 
she who demanded all that was noblest 
and best in a man. Whereas she her- 
self, Danae, always sincerely interested 
in making her own way unaided, had 
been set down as hard, calculating, in- 
capable of womanly impulse and real 
affection. Tt was at least amusing to 
find Gwen a ready victim of Gonzalo’s 
wiles. He was handsome, in a foreign 
way, and could exhibit the most perfect 
charm of manner. With women he had 
just the right measure of artistic famil- 
iarity, with the brusqueness of the 


master teacher, and also he could play 
the mystic, handling the patois of the 
psychoanalyst with fascinating insi 
into the 


complexes of unsatisfied 

She wondered just what 
line he was taking with Gwen. 

She was positive he had conceived 
move to New York with some re- 
taliatory intent. Tt would be charac- 
teristic of him, she thought contemptu- 
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ously, but back of her indifference, 
something warned her to be on the de- 
fensive. His methods of revenge were 
not carried out with the same tactics as 
those of other men. He was secretive, 
she knew,, patient, utterly implacable. 
He would never strike openly. Rather, 
she might look for the slow poison of 
spreading, whispered scandal among the 
society women who were frequenting 
his studio. 

There Gwen herself might hear that 
Danae had been the favorite of Gonzalo 
for the past two years, and had been sup- 
planted by Ninon. She wondered if he 
had brought the “flower of Mont- 
martre” with him. If it had been true. 
she might have felt anger or fear, As it 
was, she underestimated his power to 
injure her, and dwelt on his aiming for 
the wife of Douglas Vallée. It would 
be quite like the Spaniard to strike at the 
man he believed she loved, through his 
bride. And, listening to Doug's low, 
eager pleading, she felt again the urge 
to tell him the truth, to check Gonzalo’s 
play. 

“T can’t stand to have Van back here 
with you,” he was saying. “I don't 
helieve he loves you. If he did, he 
never could bear to stay away from you 
for months like this.” 

“Perhaps”—she chose her words 
carefully—“perhaps I asked the favor 
of the separation myself, Do you 
think that, Doug?” She sent him a 
lifted glance, veiled instantly. “Do you 
think you were entirely fair in making 
love to me, showering me with gifts, the 
symbols of your devotion, and not telling 
me of Gwen, warning me of your obli- 
gation to her?” 

“I'd never have come back here in a 
thousand years,” he said hotly, “if I 
had found you when I went back to 
Paris. I'd have thrown the whole world 
over, and you know it. Danae, you 
beautiful, tantalizing—" 

“IE you can’t control yourself, Doug, 
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go away.” Her tone was cool and com- 
pelling, 

They were interrupted by the arrival 
of Roxane Delancy. She assured Doug 
she wanted to chat with Danae alone, 
and sent him away without ceremony. 

“What's the trouble with the boy?" 
she asked. “He looks as if he didn’t 
cat or sleep.” 

“T think he’s anxious about Gwen,” 
said Danae evasively. “Also, he wants 
to know when Van will return.” 

“You look like a young white abbess 
in that robe,” Roxane said speculatively, 
“Lovely. I wrote to Van the night of 
the dinner and told him he was a fool 
ever to leave you for one instant, But 
T also assured him we would keep you 
safe for him in the bosom of the family. 
We'll stay a week at Lantern Hill, and 
then you must come with me until he 
gets home.” 

Danae’s brows raised ever so slightly. 
but she made no comment. And then 
they chatted of plans for the weck on 
Long Island, but always Mrs, Delancy 
returned to the topic of Gonzalo. 

“I don’t blame Doug one particle for 
his objections, The women are making 
fools of themselves over this man Mon- 
trez, and Cecily Brainerd and Gwen go 
there three or four times a week, chasing 
tinted balloons ‘to emotional music, 
Women, my dear, are amazingly sus- 
ceptible to anything that stimulates their 
emotions. Remember how St. Paul 
gave young Timothy information about 
us long ago, something about those who 
enter into houses and lead silly women 
captive? There's your Montrez and his 
kind, and it’s girls like Gwen, enjoying 
their first freedom, who fall for his 
rd bunk. Joe calls it bunk, and it 


i 
“Is Gwen dissatisfied, do you think 2" 
Danae spoke with the right inflection of 
subdued concern. 
“Rebound, Honeymoon reaction. 
‘The Dallas family are strong on tradi- 
tion and short on fortune, Gwen sud- 
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denly finds herself with several million 
to her own credit. She runs away to 
play around this freak dancing studio. 
I wish you would tell her how to put 
the brakes on, and dispel the illusion. 
You're not like that, Danae. I presume 
it is because you have been—well—in- 
dependent financially.” 

“A girl who has to work and face the 
world learns self-protection quickly. 
(Gwen has been too much sheltered.” 
Danae smiled with complete enjoyment 
of the situation and her own rdle. 

After Roxane had left, Hara Beb told 
Danae that Monsieur Doug had left 
word most urgently for her to call him 
at his club when she was alone, Danae 
stretched her arms high above her head. 
Suddenly she felt a wave of longing for 
Van, the man who had seemingty held 
her love in contempt. 

“My riding habit, Hara Beb,” she 
ordered restlessty. “I am going riding 
alone in the Park. Was there any mail 
‘on the last delivery?” 

“No, missie. But Monsieur Doug he 
leave one note for you." She produced 
a sealed letter Doug had written before 
he left the apartment. 


I will wait at the club until you send for 
me. Until death, Dovs. 

Danae smiled over it. 

“Hara Beb,” she said lazily, “tele- 
phone to Monsieur Doug, and tell him I 
do not wish to be disturbed the re- 
mainder of the day 

Alone, she stood looking at the cocka- 
too musingly, teasing it with her finger 
tip until it was tense with anger. Roxane 
had written to Van, she had said, telling 
him that Doug was back in New York 
with his bride and that she, Danae, had 
met them. She wondered what sort of 
reaction the news would bring him. 
Would he leave at once for New York 
to guard Doug’s happiness? Or would 
he come, thinking that she would try de- 
liberately to win Doug back, in retalia~ 
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tion for the way he, Van, had treated 
her? 

With all he had said to her that night 
in the Japanese garden, close in her se- 
cret consciousness she held the memory 
of -the few times he had kissed her. 
Once on the boat—the last night before 
reaching New York—once in the chapel 
after they were made man and wife this 
was all. But they had not been im- 
personal kisses. She somehow felt his 
love behind them. If he had not be- 
lieved the very worst of her Parisian 
days, there might have been a fighting 
chance of holding him, 

Every hour of her life these days 
away from him had been a conflict be- 
tween the best and worst in her nature, 
the longing to be even with him, to hurt 
him cruelly, as she had been hurt, 
~ho was dearest to him. 
creasingly that she did 
not care the slightest bit for Doug. His 
abject devotion and adoration filled her 
with revulsion, now that she loved Van. 
And, with this knowledge, there came 
heartbreaking hours of regret and self- 
revelation when she longed, above all 
else in the world, to find her way to the 
heart of the man whom she called hus- 
band. 

She had been a fool, she told herself 
in calmer moments. Not even glimps- 
ing the truth of real love, she had 
thought it possible to bargain and barter 
with Life. which throughout an unpro- 
tected youth she had been obliged to 
combat, stave off, in her own interests, 
Out of disillusion and poverty she had 
only learned retaliation and bitterness. 
For those months of suffering and loneli- 
ness, she had blindly demanded full pay- 
‘ment in luxury and all that wealth could 
bring her. She had tried to crush down 
every instinct of tenderness or senti- 
ment in her heart, had treated life as a 
matter of business. Back of it all, too, 
there may have been a lui femi 
intent to return to America with a name 
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and prestige that would make Batavia 
Civic Home Talent Committee gasp. 

Tt had been trivial and narrow, she 
knew now, ridiculous, in the face of all 
life's great imperative verities. Why, 
‘then, when she turned her face upward 
toward the light of understanding, had 
every door been closed to her? Love 
had indeed offered her a stone for bread 
in her great need, Whenever the full 
memory of that hour on the roof, on her 
wedding night, recurred to her, it tor 
tured her. Van's words remained with 
her with pitiless clarity. He had re- 
pelled her mercilessly, unheard; dis- 
carded her, And still there would steal 
over her one solacing thought. It had 
not been true, the accusation he had 
thrown at her concerning Gonzalo. 

She had been to blame in many ways, 
arrogant in her attitude toward life, 
selfish, vain, too, in her estimate of her 
own beauty. But always her own pride 
had aided the natural reserve and morale 
of her make-up. Perhaps she had little 
Batavia and its background of common- 
place American morality to thank for 

There had never been any tempta- 
tion for her in the vie Bohdme, which 
Gonzalo and Ninon had exulted in. 

And in this she felt she had the better 
of Van. She knew he was wrong in his 
condemnation of her. It gave her the 
advantage over him, held her back, too, 
from encouraging Doug too far. | She 
did not want his love, she told herself 
passionately. She merely used his in- 
terest in her as leverage to rouse Van's 
attention, and so bring him back to New 
York and her. Beyond this, so far as 
Doug and Gwen were concerned, she 
had not cared. And now she knew she 
had succeeded. Van was coming back, 
Roxane had assured her. 

‘She strolled back to her own bed- 
room, her whole being thrilled at the 
thought of his return. On her dressing 
table was a framed portrait of him. 
She lifted it to her lips with a quick, 
impulsive movement, her eyes closed 
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as she recalled his voice, whispering to 
her the words: 
“How shall I know the voice of my beloved, 
From the owl and the bulbul? 
By the love in my heart that answers him.” 
“Monsieur Gonzalo, he say he will 
speak to you at once.” Hara Beb ap- 
peared in the doorway, her face dubious 
and indignant. 
Danae’s eyes darkened. She set the 
silver frame down before she answered. 
“You tell him if he dares to disturb 
any way again, I'll notify the 


CHAPTER NII. 

‘The week at Lantern Hill gave her 
every opportunity for meeting Doug 
constantly. The weather was mild for 
the end of January, thawing, beguiling 
the crows into consultations along the 
edge of the woods; days of windless 
calm; the sky deep blue against the rus- 
set hills. 

Danae enjoyed the novelty of the 
place, the rambling Breton stone house, 
the formal garden behind high réck 
walls, the curving sweep of wide beach 
below, where she went for long walks 
with Doug's two police dogs, Jock and 
Brandy. 

Several times she attempted to see 
Gwen alone, to persuade her into talking 
of Montrez, but there came no c! 
Once, after breakfast, she had strolle 
with Doug to see the swimming pool in 
the sea room. A flight of broad, low 
steps led down from a sort of loggia 
into a great pool, dry now, but with 
terraced sides arranged into mounds oi 
tropical bloom. A miniature island rose 
in the center, with a Temple of Love in 
its shrubbery. 

“Gwen's giving a wild party here 
Saturday night,” Doug was saying 
moor “A water carnival, she calls it. 
‘When the dancing starts down there, the 
heated salt water is turned on, sprayed 
‘out of those dolphin heads until the pool 
fills, Supposed to be very thrilling and 
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Romanesque. You know, Danae, one 
of the queerest things life has handed 
me lately is this: Gwen's turning into an 
experimentalist, thrill-digger, you know. 
She's hitting up new speed limits all the 
time. I don’t like Cecily as a running 
mate for her,” 

“She is very lovely. 
have charm.” 

“Don’t try to evade,” 
“You know she’s getting in too deep 
with this dancer, Montrez, She's gone 
to town this morning ; said Cecily needed 
her to help choose some new gown: 

Danae was silent, smiling ever so 
slightly. ‘The previous night Cecily 
Brainerd had come into her room before 
she had retired, worried over Gwen's 
pace in rhythmics, afraid of her friend- 
ship with the Spaniard. She had been 
perfectly aware of the object behind 
‘Gwen's trip to town. 

“T'm very glad indeed you are be- 
ginning to worry over it,” Danae said 
quietly. “Gwen is too sweet a girl even 
to lose her interest in you temporarily 

“She can probably take care of her- 
self,” he said carelessly. Then, “When 
do you expect Van ?" he asked abruptly. 

Vhy do you ask me that all the 
time2?"” Her eyes stirveyed him ques- 
tioningly. 

“Recause it’s all I think of, 1 don’t 
helieve you care whether he comes back 
or not. Why don’t you face the ulti- 

e truth? We lost each other through 
a trick of Van's, but it’s not too late, 
Danae, not while we're both alive. 
You're all T think of day and night now. 
Gwen's no fool, even if she is only 
twenty. She sees the way of things. 
Don't worry, she doesn’t love me. 
Would she hang about this fellow’s 
dancing studio if she did? Wait!” he 
pleaded, as Danae turned away from 
him, her elusive, subtle charm more 
potent than ever to hold him. “Come 
for a drive with me, will you? Or a 
walk up the shore?” 

She shook her head slowly. 


So few women 


he warned. 


Not once 
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had she permitted him to be absolutely 
alone with her. He watched her as she 
went up the stone steps and into the 
loggia outside the long living room. 

Tt was late in the afternoon when 
Gwen returned with Mrs, Brainerd. 
During the tea hour she was dreamy 
and preoccupied, until Delancy took the 
chair beside her, asking mildly : 

“How's to-day, 
Did you 

Cecily 


Gwen? 


leaned 
Gwen's sudden silence. 
“How many rubbers did you lose 


forward to cover 


while I was gone, Joe? Missed your 
best partner, did you? Isn't Danae the 
most beautiful thing you ever saw, in 
that lovely gown and the lapis lazuli 
earrings and rope to her knees? Matches 
the mystical ring she wears all the time. 
Van's mad to permit her at large with- 
out a keeper!” 

“She's capable of looking after her- 
self, I'd say,” said Delancy. “She has 
the Oriental trick of sleeping half the 
day and blooming at night, just about 
the time the other women begin to droop 
and look seedy, You know, if it wasn’t 
for Roxane, I'd fly with her to the 
South Sea Isles to-night!" 

“You've got a South Sea Island com- 
plex, Joe. You were inviting me to fly 
with you two nights ago, You'd be a 
sight in a palmetto cutaway, dear heart! 
But T don’t blame any man for wor- 
shiping Danae. Her beauty isn't just 
human, No wonder Van put on the 
speed he did. and won her so quickly. 
she loves him?” 
Delancy's tone was 
He was aware of Gwen's at- 
tention behind them, even while she 
listened to another guest. 

“Well, you know a hundred millions, 
more or less, is not dropping off the 
golden tree into the lap of every little 
Folies girl. I don't believe even Van 
knows how much he's worth since he’s 
cleaned up in oil. I should think it 
would be difficult to detach his delight- 
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ful personality from his unearned in- 
crement, so to speak, 

Gwen rose and gave her place at the 
tea table to Roxane. Her face was 
colorless, and there was a little defiant 
lift to her chin as she left the room. 
There was a call for her on the tele- 
phone, one of the maids had whispered, 
She closed the door of the hall booth, 
and, lifting the receiver to her ear, 
heard the voice of Montrez at the other 
end of the wire, 

“You forget your hand bag, madame. 
I fear it may annoy you, so I call up to 
say it is quite safe with me.” His voice 
was very low, with the peculiar intona~ 
tion, the suggestion of an implied in- 
timacy between them, that always 
intrigued her interest. 

“Thanks so much, Gonzalo. 
it next week.” 

“Not next week!” he implored. 
“Saturday. You will be here for a 
specially private lesson then, yes?” 

“I can't possibly. I have a large 
house party out here, and Saturday we 
are giving a water carnival.” 

“And T may gaze into my lone pool 
and possibly catch the reflection of a 
star! I would rather hold the memory 
of your longing eyes in my heart than 
talk with othe Why are you 
unhappy always, preciosa?” 

“1 must go, Good-ly,” she said bur- 
ried 


Til get 


en you will come here Sunday?” 
he begged. “Or Monday night for din- 
ner. I will have only a very few 
artistic friends, most interesting for you. 
Mrs, Brainerd say she will come. I will 
nce for u the ‘Marche § ) the 
‘Sapphic Prélnde,’ the ‘Red Faun,’ all 
you desire. 1 will make you forget the 


sorrow behind your eyes. Will you 
come?” 
“T can’t be sure. Possibly. Good- 


by,” she said again, and left the phone 
with a sense of recompense. In her own 
way, she would pay Doug back for his 
Dlatant, palpable love for Danae. It 
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was making him ridiculous. People 
were beginning to talk, she knew. It 
was even more humiliating because of 
Danae’s own attitude of supreme indif- 
ference. She had perfect confidence in 
her. It was Doug she felt she hated, the 
silly, impressionable callowness of hi 
she told herseli, trailing after his 
brother's beautiful wife not three 
months after his own wedding. 

And again there recurred to her the 
suspicion she often felt these days, Had 
Doug. also, known Danae in Paris? It 
seemed more than plausible, although 
she had never heard one word of gossip 
concerning him, It had always been 
Van who had loved at first sight the 
wonderful girl of the Folies. 

‘The night of the carnival water féte 
Doug remained in town until nearly 
midnight, deliberate intent, Gwen 
thought, to embarrass her and make it 
evident by his absence that he did not 
approve of her mode of entertainment. 
The house party had been augmented by 
guests from town and the surrounding 
estates along the north shore. Roxane, 
irveying the result of Gwen's lavish 
‘expenditures, lifted her eyebrows. 
Amazing! Little Gwen Dallas dig- 
into gold as if it were a sand pile. 
She’s having a good time, anyway, and 
no doubt Doug is trying. Where's 
Danae 


“In doubt as to whether she will ap- 


pear,” Cecily said demurely. “How do 
you like me as Lurline, the Water 
Queen, Roxane? I’ve lost just eighteen 
pounds dancing at Montrez’.” She 
twirled about slowly, in iridescent green 
and gold, a one-piece bathing suit made 
to order. “We're all dressed like this 
It’s supposed to be a terribly smart 
affair. I'm sure I didn’t have any more 
on down at Palm Beach a month ago, 
but I feel a bit shaky. Aren't you going 


‘ot in the water. After fifty you 
begin to respect nature. We're going 
to watch it from the arena seats, T want 
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to sce Danae before she comes down.” 
Roxane evaded the scantily clad groups 
of guests in the corridors and lower 
rooms, and found Danae lying restfully 
‘on the couch by an open window, read- 
ing by candlelight. Through the win- 
dow full moonlight streamed over her. 
A coverlet of thick velvet, lined with 
down, was over her. 

“My dear—" began Roxane, but 
Danae held up one slender hand check 
ing her. 

“Isn't she glorious, my moon? Isn't 
she distant and clean-cut and incompar- 
able, Roxane? Doesn't she make you 
feel as if all things like this affair to- 
night were worthless and barren? Sit 
down and talk with m 

“L think Gwen is losing her grip, 
somehow.” Roxane sighed as she took 
the low chair gratefully. “It worries 
me. You know Doug's in town, and re- 
fuses to come out. I've sent Joe after 
him, He's at the club, drinking str: 
brandy, enough to kill him aimos 

“You think it would be better if he 
were here?” Danae laid aside her book, 
and half rose. “What is the phone num 


“Ask for your uncle,” Roxane ad- 
vised, with relief. “But get Doug out 
here somehow, It looks ghastly for him 
to act this way, when they’ve been mar- 
ried only three months. People are say- 
ing Gwen and this fellow Montrez are 
responsible.” 

Danae’s long lashes drooped over the 
telltale expression of her eyes. She 
called the number over the telephone on 
the stand beside her. There was the 
tisk that she might be overheard by 
some one on the house connection, but 
she overlooked it, When she had Doug 
at the other end of the wire she spoke 
to him with a curt directness that caused 
‘Mrs. Delaney's eyes to widen. 

It’s Danae. TI want you to 


“You mean that?” came back his 
voice, muffled and full of meaning. 


“Come with Mr. Delancy—and don't 
drink any more, do you hear? You 
don't want to be quite a beast before 
your guests,” 

“Sweetheart!” He breathed the word 
huskily over the wire. 

She replaced the receiver with steady, 
cool finger tips, without answering. 
What especial thing had occurred to 
make him lose his grip so utterly, she 
wondered, Had he discovered who 
Montrez was, and his hold over Gwen? 
Did he resent the character of the water 
féte which Gwen was giving at Lantern 
Hill? Hardly that. Danse hesitated, 
debating whether to dress for the cai 
val or to go simply in evening gown. 

“Better play the game, or you'll an- 
tagonize Gwen,” Roxane advised. 
“You haven't a good excuse like I have. 
Tt go down and wait for Doug. Will 
you see that Kanno is on duty?” 

Danae lingered over her dressing. 
She hated to appear before the critical, 
society crowd Gwen had assembled. 
They would all be on the lookout for the 
Folies girl whom Van had married. 
They would expect her to be bizarre, 
startling, audacious. Suddenly she felt 
the same bored, aloof contempt for them 
all that she had had for her audience at 
the Folies Royale. 

While the two Burmese maids at- 
tended her, she stood before the long 
mirror, the old expression of utter ennui 
stealing over her perfect face. She 
wore no jewels, but a close, metallic cap 
with winglike flares on either side of her 


face. Her costume was of the same 
fabric, swathing her like the scales of 
@ mermaid, 


She had covered herself 


to foot. She was the White Moth again, 
veiled completely. 

Enveloping herself in the long ermine 
cape Hara Beb wrapped about her, she 
passed down the broad staircase slowly, 
indifferently, and it was so that Doug 
caught his first glimpse of her as he en= 
tered the lower hallway. 
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It was late. The carnival had already 
started. Music came to them from the 
Venetian balcony of the water pool, 
dance music, the latest Broadway hit. 
The main body of the house seemed ce- 
serted for the moment, Every one had 
flocked to the flooding of the pool. Doug 
stared up at the descending figure, his 
eyes reckless, adoring. And at the mo- 
ment Danae unfolded her cloak, hesi- 
tatingly. Beloved of the Moon, like her 
mistress, Danae came softly down the 
‘staircase of the clouds. Were not the 
moon’s colors upon her face, the extra- 
ordinary paleness that was like a jas- 
mine flower in the moonlight, the widen- 
ing pupils of the eyes that held the lu- 
‘minous green of the sea in their strange 
depths? She smiled at Doug, conscious 
of silent admiration. 

“Danae!” He spoke her name be- 
tween his teeth as she neared him, and 
suddenly cayight her in his arms, She 
held his chin pushed from her, avoid- 
ing his eager lips, trying to free herself. 
All the suppressed, pent-up force of his 
Jove for her, long-denied, possessed him, 
Some latent, boyish deviltry, tov, as she 
struggled and Yemaniled that he let her 
go, caught him, fired his imagination 
with a plan to make her his in the eyes 
of his world. 

Before she realized his purpose he 
had seized her fast in his arms, the er 
mine wrap slipping to the floor. 
Crossing the corridor that separated the 
main living room from the loggia be- 
yond, hhe stepped out into the blaze of 
light at the top of the long, broad flight 
of steps leading to the crowded pool. 


CHAPTER XIV. 


To Danae, it seemed as if in that one 
humiliating moment of her life all the 
forces of evil had united to check her. 
She had invoked them when it pleased 

«ther. She had played with intrigue, 
had thought herself strong enough to 
sway any issue or emergency that might 
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arise, and here she found herself help- 
Jess in Doug’s arms, the sport of the 
moment in the eyes of the excited, mur- 
muring, motley crowd in the pool. 
She caught a glimpse of Roxane’s 
face, suddenly tense and resourceful, as 
she started quickly down from the seats 
the pool, Brainerd and Joc De- 
lancy following her. 

‘here was Gwen, too, She could see 
her in black and white, poised on the 
edge of the pool, her face white and 
shocked, her eyes brilliant with anger. 
Lights—it seemed as if there were 
myriad lights everywhere. The whole 
place was ablaze with them and their 
reflections in the water, Lights and 
= eager, mocking faces staring at 

f. 


“You want a sensation?” Doug called 
ont loudly, his voice a challenge of bit- 
ter, half-drunken morbidness, “Pll give 
it to you! 

He did not get any further, Without 
warning, there appeared behind him 
Kanno, the Jap, and another—Van. Be- 
fore those who watched caught the full 
meaning of what was happening, Van 
had seized and wrenched from his arms 
the limp body in silver, as the Jap con~ 
trolled Doug, who was helpless as a 
baby, lifted him bodily across his 
shoulders, and carried him away. 

When Danae opened her eyes she lay 
on the couch in her sleeping room, Hara 
Beb and Roxane tending her. Van 
stood by the window overlooking the 
Sound, smoking. His figure shaped it- 
self out of the gray mist that had 
seemed to infold her back in the daz~ 
aling, blinding light. At first it hardly 
seemed real, It would surely be Doug. 
with his dogged young face and blood- 
shot, restless eyes. She moaned and 
threw one arm across her face to shut 
out the sight, 

At the sound Van rose, came to the 
side of the couch, and looked down at 
het bis face a mask of perfect con- 
trol. 
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“She’s all right now, Van,” Roxane 
sured him, “What are you going to 


“We'll go back to the city to-night. 
I've made all arrangements.” 

“iui she isn't fit to stand the trip in 
the car,” Roxane objected. 

Danae opened her eyes again, puz- 
zied, questioning, It was Van 
beside her, after all. She felt a thrill of 
gladness at the sound of his voice, quick, 
authoritative. Presently, when they 
were alone, she waited for him to speak 
to her, but he made no sign, no advance 
toward a greeting of any kind, Hara 
Reb and Kali Beb were packing, deftly, 
silently, in the adjoining room, passing 
to and fro with numerous articles. On 
the stand by the couch her favorite 
clock, a small one in a red-morocco 
case, struck two. She saw Van leave 
the room, longed for him to speak to 
her. 

Before they left Gwen came into the 
room, slim and straight in her negligee 
of rose satin, her eyes unnaturally bril- 
liant, her cheeks flushed slightly, as if 
with excitement. She stood by the 
couch, controlled, smiling, the perfect 
hostess, regretting Doug’s foolish joke, 
as she expressed it, Everybody under- 
stood, of course. Van had taken it far 
too seriously, Danae, hearing her, felt 
her own mind suddenly clarify. 

“Don’t let this make any difference 
between you and Doug, Gwen,” she said 
slowly, “He is tormented and worried 
over this fellow Montrez.” 

Td rather we did not uss it, 
please.” Gwen's tone closed the subject 
absolutely between them. “I hope you 
will come out again soon, Van and you. 
Wed be delighted to have you both.” 
Her manner brushed aside the sugges- 
tion of any intimacy between them ; in- 
dicated that Danae, could offer no advice 
concerning Doug and herself. 

Van drove the car himself, after mak- 
ing her as comfortable as possible 
among the cushions of the back seat. 
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When he was compelled to address her, 
his tone was cool and formal, It was 
not until they had reached the town 
apartment that he laid aside his mask 
of self-control. 

“T hardly think any explanations are 
necessary between us, I came North as 
soon as I knew that Doug and his wife 
were in New York. It appears I was 
not quite soon enough, Tam not fully 
aware of the extent of the mischief you 
have been able to accomplish between 
them. Gwen's face was sufficient, how- 
ever.” 

Gwen, alivays Gwen, she thought re- 
sentfully. He had left her alone for 
over two months, directly after their 
own marriage, without regard for what 
people might think, but to this he never 
gave a thought. (:wen’s delicate sensi- 
bilities must be protected at all hazards. 
Listening to him, she felt a secret satis- 
faction that Gonzalo had come to New 
York. Indirectly, without meaning to 
do her a service, he was stripping from 
Gwen the novice veil of supersanctity 
in Van's eyes, contriving to demonstrate 
to Van relative values in types of 
womanhood, 

To Van, Danae had never seemed 
more beautiful. A dull rage against 
Dong and her grew as he watched her 
indifferent, perfect face. What if she 
had deliberately tricked him, he thought, 
loving Doug all the while, but deceiving 
himself into this marriage, permitting 
him to think it was his stratagem? He 
had compelled himself to stay away from 
her, trying to kill with contempt and 
reason the growing love he felt for her. 

“Just what end have you in view?” he 
asked. “Revenge, because you felt 
yourself defrauded, by striking back at 
me through the honor of my brother, 
breaking the heart of this girl he has 
married, satisfying your own vanity? 
Always you must be the Lady Para- 
mount. You cannot bear to have an- 
other share the spotlight. I trust even 
you are satisfied after to-night.” 


48 


“Mrs. Delancy will tell you Doug 
had only just returned,” she replied 
quietly. “He had been drinking. 1 
merely met him as I came downstairs.” 

“You needn't bother with explana- 
tions, Brainerd gave me full particu- 
lars. Just what do you want? To 
compromise yourself, to humiliate me, 
to break up Gwen's happines 

“Aren’t you responsible” She faced 
him with accusing eyes, lips that fal 
tered and trembled. “Vou persuaded 
me to marry you, pretending at least 
that you loved me, Van. And then— 
Tam not happy. Neither is Dou; 
Gwen- She checked herself. 


It 
seems that only you have found any 


satisfaction ont of the situation.” 

“I've found hell.” He threw back 
his head with a sharp, indrawn breath. 
“T said once you were poison, Danae, 
sweet poison in men’s lives. There is 
no peace nor right living where you 
exist. You thrive on discord, on the 
thrill of stirring up tragedy.” 

Almost crushed by his unfair denun- 
ciation, she nevertheless asked cour- 
ageously : 

“And why should you set yourself up 
as a censor of morals? How do you 
Know all you assume is true? You take 
the word of Gonzalo. You have no 
other proof. One of the commonest 
forms of revenge by a man of his caliber 
is to compromise the woman who has 
withstood him. And you believed gos- 
sip, hearsay rumor around club lobbies. 
You need the truth, Van, and you 
should long ago have demanded it, in- 
stead of shutting yourself away from 
reality. I'll give it to you: Doug loves 
me and believes in me. You do not. 
Perhaps that is why I turn to him for 
sympathy when you deliberately desert 
a 
Van stared back at her, bewildered 
and checked. 

“Do you love him?" he asked slowly. 

She shook her head, the tears gath- 
ering to her lashes. If he would only 
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take her in his arms, she thought, what 
need would there be of words between 
them? Just one long silence of under- 
standing, of mutual forgiveness. It was 
unbearable, holding herself back when 
her whole being cried out to him. 

“Of course if what you say is true, 
that Gwen is unhappy, a divorce could 
be arranged in Pari 

She lifted her head with quick pride. 
It was of Gwen he thought, after all, 
not of her, The possible unhappiness of 
his own wife apparently meant nothing. 
It was Gwen's happiness that was the 
main issue. 

“Lam not going back to Paris. 1 will 
not get a divorce.” 

“Danae!” he called after her as she 
left the room, eagerly, with the old, 
quick, imperative note in his voice. She 
heard, reached her own room, and 
waited for more, her eyes closed in an 
ecstasy of longing expectancy, but there 
was only silence. 


They were both down for a dinner at 
the Delancys’ on Sunday evening. 
Roxane called up around ten to inquire 
about Danae’s condition, 

“Tt was abominable of Doug to in- 
volve you, my dear, but everybody un- 
derstood perfectly,” she said cheerfully. 
“Doug has gone into one of his usual 
comas after drinking hard, He hasn't 
had one since they were married. Van 
was with him for a while. Gwen is act- 
ing marvelously, I never saw such 
poise. She is going straight ahead with 
her house party like a seasoned hostess 
‘The Brainerds came back to town with 
us, and will be here for dinner. Cecily 
is crazy to see you.” 

He ‘had wasted no time, she thought 
bitterly: given her no chance to change 
hher mind. Doug would leap to the bait. 
Between them they would rearrange the 
entire game to suit themselves, change 
partners, as it were. A strange new 
weariness of spirit overcame her. She 
did not attempt to conceal from herself 
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the fact of her love for Van, At sight 
of him it had swept back over her, a 
great yearning, a tenderness, the full 
knowledge that she would give all life 
held for her, if she could clear away the 
contempt and doubt from his eyes when 
they looked at her. For her, she knew 
more than ever, there could never be 
any one else. 

Shortly before it was time for them 
to leave, Van returned, dressed for din- 
ner, and joined her, betraying nothing in 
his face or manner of what kad passed 
between Doug and himself. He was 
courteous and considerate with her, but 
absolutely reserved. The profuse com- 
pliments of Delancy over his wife’s 
loveliness brought forth merely a smile 
and nod of acknowledgment. 

“She is very desirable.” he agreed. “I 
am totally unworthy. That is under- 
stood, Uncle Joe.” 

Cecily Brainerd tried to find a mo- 
ment before dinner to speak with Danae, 
Int the latter avoided her deliberately. 
1t had been Brainerd who had gone to 

‘an with the warning about Doug and 

erself, she remembered, doubtless 

passed on from Cecily’s gossip and in- 
ferences, She was unusually quiet dar- 
ing dinner, listening to Van's narration 
{ conditions in South America, relaxing 
in the sound of his voice, his nearness. 
‘As they were leaving the table, Cecily 
stopped her, drawing her aside. 

“Danae, I've got to tell you this. I’m 
worried sick over it, and I daren't 
breathe a word to anybody else.” 
“Well?” Danae looked down at her 

quick, intuitive suspicion. “Tell 


It’s about Gwen. She's gone to 
Montrez’ studio to dinner—alone. She 
thinks 1 will be there, and some others, 
but T couldn't get away from Roxane 
im. She's just in the mood where 
she doesn’t care what happens, so long 
as she gets even with Doug. What are 
you going to do 
Danae had Jet Roxane and the other 
4—Ains. 


women go on upstairs, ‘The men were 
Tingering over coffee and liqueurs, 

“['m going there after Gwen, and 
bring her back with me,” she said 
quietly. “Will you come with me, 
Cecily ?” 

“T can't. We're going on to the opera 
with the Warrentons right away. Shall 
T tell Roxane?” 

“Tell nobody. I'll probably be back 
in twenty minutes.” 

Danae secured her cloak from the 
maid, and started out of the house, A 
short flight of steps led to the street 
vestibule. Her own car would be wait- 
ing at the curb. Just as she reached the 
top stair Van came out from the dining 
room. He had recognized her step on 
the bare, polished floors. 

“J am going on to join Cecily and the 
Warrentons at the opera,” she lied 
quickly. “Just for a couple of acts. I 
love ‘Bohéme,’ Cecily thinks Gwen is 
there, and I—I want to bring her back.” 

He stood where she left him after the 
street door slammed behind her, puz- 
aled, suspicious. Strolling back to his 
place beside Delancy, he asked him care- 
lessly what opera was on for that night. 

“Tristan und Isolde.” Why?” His 
uncle met his gaze shrewdly. Van told 
him briefly the trick he believed Danae 
had played on him. 

“She's in the mood for anything— 
gone to Doug, I imagine.” 

“You're a damned fool !" Joe Delaney 
remarked quietly.” It’s a woman trick, 
but there's something else back of it be- 
sides Doug. She doesn’t give a rap for 
him. Ask Roxane. We're all going up, 
anyway.” 

‘The Brainerds had already gone by 


the time Van found his aunt, She lis- 
tened with half-shut eyes, keen, 
thoughtful. 


“Which explains considerable,” she 
said, when he had finished, “I wanted to 
pass the word along to you as soon as I 
heard it. Cecily whispered to me as she 
left that she was scared to death. It’s 
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achronic condition with her, so T didn’t 
pay any attention to it, until she added 
that if Danae was not back in half an 
hour to send you to Montrez’ studio.” 

“Who the devil is Montrez?” asked 
Van. Delancy nodded to him. 

“Tell you on the way over. I’m going 
with you. I've been waiting to land this 
bird for some time. His name is Gon- 
zalo Montrez, a teacher of dancing, 
fresh from Paris, and a damned scamp 
with women.” 

The name jarred Van's memory un- 
pleasantly. Gonzalo, that was what 
Danae had called her dancing partner, 
El Volcano. He stared ahead of him 
through half-closed eyelids. tense and 
bitter. Had he been blaming Doug 
when all the while Danae had been 
running exactly true to type? He fok 
lowed Delancy down to the street, hailed 
a passing taxi. The number was in the 
West Fi His thoughts sped ahead 
as they drove rapidly through Fifth 
Avenue southward. Had he himself 
‘deen entirely free from blame in leaving 
Danae alone in New York after their 
‘marriage? 

The memory of her face, white as a 
flower against the night, as 
tened to his ultimate di 
haunted him throughout his stay in 
South America. Sensing a weakening 
in his stand against her, he had deliber- 
ately prolonged his absence until it had 
‘become unendurable. He had fought 
‘against the growing yearning for her, as 
if it had been some forbidden thing, 
some actual menace in his life. Yet 
there had come back always the music 
of her voice, the little mannerisms that 
made her different from all other 
women in his eyes, her perfect charm 
and beauty. 

Roxane’s letter had stirred him to 
quick action. And it had been undeni- 
able jealousy which had flamed up 
against Doug, bringing him back to New 
York as fast as the earliest boat would 
bring him. There was an tnderlying 
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recklessness of conseqitences in the boy's 
nature that he knew and suspected. If 
Danae were seeking her own method of 
revenge in this way, Doug would prove 
easy prey. 

He tried to bring Gwen up in his 
‘mind, too, as the paramount reason for 
his taking action, but it was useless. He 
faced truth now. He had come back to 
‘ook after his own, to save from her own 
folly the woman he had grown to love 
more than all the world. When he 
finally stood before Gwen's guests at the 
water carnival, holding Danae close in 
his arms, there had been a strange satis- 
faction in rescuing her, in championing 
her, as it were, before the curious and 
questioning faces. 

After all, she was his wife, he told 
himself grimly. For better for worse. 
Aware of his own purposes, it had 
seemed a mockery listening to the words 
the day of their marriage. Despite the 
love he had even then felt, he had not 
the slightest intention of living up to the 
repeated vows. They were a means to 
an end, the saving of a brother who was 
dear to him, and so a necessary for- 
mality to be gone through. Now, he felt 
them as a tangible bond between Danac 
and himself, a reason why it was his 
right to protect her from her own mad 
impulses. 

“This is the place,” said Delancy, as 
the taxi stopped, 


CHAPTER XV. 


The studio building was dignified and 
austere in its exterior, There was no 
switchboard, no hall boy, to lower its 
privacy, As Danae 
tibule a woman passed 
. brushing past her in the 
ighting given by a bronze, hanging 


lamp. 

‘There was something sharply familiar 
to her about the slim, small shape. , It 
was not Gwen, Rather, it flashed across 


her, it resembled Ninon. Which waa 
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quite possible. She was probably a part 
of the Montrez ménage. Her exit gave 
Danae the opportunity of gaining ad- 
mittance, She caught the door on its 
rebound, entered, went up the four 
flights of velvet-covered stairs. Not a 
soiind disturbed the almost sacred still- 
ness of the place. 

At the top of the building was Mon- 
trez’ studio, occupying the entire floor. 
She found’ no bell, ‘only an antique 
bronze knocker, a faun’s head that 
xrinned back at her sarcastically as she 


lifted it repeatedly without avail. The 
silence was maddening. She caught the 
handle of the door, shaking it, impera- 


tively calling Gwen’s name in a quick, 
lowered tone. 

The door opened softly, unexpectedly, 
and Danae entered a long, narrow, dim 

idor. Then she heard the sound of 
stifled sobbing. Some one was leaning 
against the wall in the darkness—Gwen, 

“\Vhat is it?” Danae implored. Her 
arms drew the girl to her with close pro- 
tectiveness. “Gwen, dear, don’t. Speak 
to me. Don't let him frighten you. 
You're all right, dear. You're going 
back with me at once.” 

Gwen's frightened, gasping sobs 
ceased all at once. She slipped limply 
back in Danae’s arms in a dead faint. 
Damning the Spaniard between her set 
teeth, Danae eased her down on to the 
floor, and started into the main studio 
to face him, 

The remains of a quiet dinner for two 
lay on the long, narrow Italian table. 
Its richly embroidered scarf was half 
dragged to the floor, as if some one had 
scized it, The silver wine goblets were 
overturned, Tall altar candles burned 
serenely, giving out a golden light. 
Everywhere she looked, there were mite 
evidences of all that had taken place. 
Last of all, prone on the floor by the 
couch, his arms outstretched in a cross, 
his teeth exposed by his drawn lips, was 
Gonzalo, ghastly white, the bosom of his 
dress shirt stained with crimson. 


She stared down at him for an in- 
stant in horror, grasping the whole 
situation. Her mind turned to Gwen. 
She must get her out of the place at 
once, bring her back to consciousness 
before she was seen and recognized. 
Pouring water from the carafe on the 
serving table, she went back to the girl, 
and knelt, bathing her temples,. calling 
her insistently, striving to revive her. 

And at last Gwen stirred, moaned, 
opened her eyes, Just then the lower 
bell in the vestibule buzzed suddenly. 
Danae held her breath, listening. 
Swiftly she urged Gwen to her feet, 
‘managed to get her to the couch behind 
the heavy curtains. If only she had the 
Strength to move Gonzalo out of sight! 
Any alternative seemed possible and 
welcome at that instant, anything to 
save time, and win escape for Gwen. 
But the outer knocker sounded pres- 
ently, and while she listened, resolved 
not to open it unless she was forced to, 
Van's voice called her name. 

A great thankfulness swept over her 
as she ualocked the door, Of all men, 
‘he would aid her, would understand, 
perhaps, now, But Van passed by her, 
went straight into the studio, followed 
by Delancy, looking for Gonzalo, They 
found him where he lay. Van, kneel- 
ing beside him, sought for the heart- 
beat, and nodded. 

“He's alii Help me to lift him, 
Unele Joe. "He's dodged us all right.” 
He faced Danae after they had laid the 
Spaniard on the divan. “Sorry to have 
interrupted you. It appears we're just 
a moment too late.” 

She stood rigid, her arms limp at her 
sides, her face as white as Gonzalo’s, 
as his voice accused her. Delancy had 
slit the Spaniard’s shi ed it from 
the wound, and was tearing it into strips 
to check the flow of dripping blood. 

“It’s merely a flesh wound, Van,” he 
said. “Wait a minute, give me some of 
that brandy there.” 

He forced a heavy drink between the 


set teeth until Gonzalo choked, drank, 
‘and opened his eyes. 
he gasped 


“She—that devil——" 
brokenly. “She kill me!” 

“Who?” demanded Van, standing 
over him. “Who stabbed you?" 

The Spaniard’s dark, dull eyes wan- 
dered, seekingly. They found the face 
of Danae, whose eyes were watching 
him despairingly, and he smiled, ever so 
slightly, painfully. Lifting one finger, 
he pointed it at her. 

“She did,” he breathed. And he 
laughed, brokenly, choking over the stab 
of pain from slashed muscles, But 
Delancy eyed him with a curious, quiz~ 
zical fixity. With her hands pressed to 
her eyes, Danae had turned, and walked 
to the curtained recess, where she had 
left Gwen. But 
curtains she found it empty. 
recovered full consciousness, heard, and 
recognized the voices, and had deserted 
her absolutely, She was to bear the full 
brunt of the thing alone, with Van's eyes 
her judge. 

Out in the studio Delancy had lifted 
the head of Gonzalo. He spoke to him 
with stern, sharp decision. 

“Look here, that isn’t true, and you 
know it! We want the truth ws Gon- 
zalo, and we're going to get it 

“Ah, Madre di Dios, you are right. 
It was not Danae. Now, at last, I will 
speak the truth. Danae is innocent. She 
is absolutely innocent, you heart I have 
Tied always about her, but the lie it 
chokes me now. ° She is innocent. But 
that other one—will I not damn her, 
mark her for life for this to me?’ he 
shouted fiercely. And then, more 
calmly, “That little weak one—Gwen— 
it was easy for me to flatter her. And 
I wish to get revenge on her husband 
after he steal from me Danae. The 
woman—Gwen—she, too, is innocent, I 
swear. A little fool, but innocent!” 

“Fine,” said Delancy _ laconically. 

ut who stabbed you?” 

‘Ninon Aurel. She jealous of Gwen. 
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She find out I have this dinner with her ; 
she hide there, behind the curtains, and 
when I take Gwen in my arms she spring 
out like the tigress, and stab me to 
death 

“That's all right.” Delancy released 
him, “Got all that written down, have 
you, Van Now, my lad, brace 
up. We're going to take you quietly 
over to a private hospital, and have you 
plastered up a bit. You're not going to 
die by a damn sight, though you richly 
deserve it. Get up.” 

Gonzalo staggered to his feet, his eyes 
wild and blinking, hands fumbling at 
the wound in his shoulder. Delancey 
steadied him. 

“My dear,” he said to Danae, “you 
will go quietly to your own home in your 
car and say nothing of this. Van and 
T will hush it up. Te is an accident. 
‘Where's Gwen?” 

“Gone.” Danae whispered it. “She 
was behind that curtain on the couch 


when you came in. Now she’s gone.” 
Delaney’s eyes met Van's for an in- 


stant, saying much, 

“Take her down to the car, Van, and 
get a taxi, or, better yet, reyerse that. 
‘You can trust your own man better. Go 
straight home, Danae, and keep your 
mouth shut about this.” 

She looked hack once at the studio, at 

Gonzalo sitting in a crushed, abject heap 
on the couch 
Always—Danae—she win, I 
he called after her. 

In the darkened hall, before he opened 
the outer door, Van paused, placing her 
fur cloak close about her. Her head 
turned back appealingly on his shoulder, 
her eves seeking his in longing love. 

“Forgive,” Van whispered huskily. 
“After the damnable torture I've put 
you through—can you forgive, Danae 

Her lips found his, her arms drawing 
his head down to her. After a pause 
she whispered softly: 

““By the love in my heart that an- 
swers him 


sae 


Tat 


